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Singleton  grabbed  the  cash  box  from  Bob  and  tried  to  escape  with  it.  The  boy  caught  him  by  the 
lapel  of  the  coat,  and  Mrs.  Wood  raised  her  umbrella  to  strike  the  loan 
shark.  In  the  scuffle  the  box  flew  open. 
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A  CORNER  IN  MONEY 

Or,  BEATING  THE  WALL  STREET  LOAN  SHARKS 


By  A  SELF-MADE  MAN 


CHAPTER  I. — A  Curious  Predicament. 

“Hey,  look  out  where  you’re  going,  you  young 
imp!”  roared  a  tall,  angular, . bearded  man  of 
sixty,  with  a  soft,  wide-brimmed  hat  and  an  open 
umbrella,  roughly  pushing  aside  an  umbrella  car¬ 
ried  by  a  well-built,  active-looking  boy,  after  it 
had  jammed  into  his  own  and  discharged  a 
shower  of  rain-drops  over  his  person. 

“Beg  ycur  pardmi,  sir,  I  didn’t  See  you  in  the 
fog,”  replied  the  boy,  politely. 

“Fog  be — blessed!  You  ran  into  me  on  pur¬ 
pose,”  snorted  the  man. 

“No,  sir;  I  always  try  to  avoid  butting  into 
people,  no  matter  how  rushed  I  am.” 

“Bah!”  said  the  man,  continuing  on^his  way. 

“That  was  old  Abe  Singleton,  the  money¬ 
lender,”  said  Bob  Hazleton,  as  he  went  on.  “He’s 
the  grouchiest  man  in  Wall  Street,  though  he’s 
making  money  hand  .over  fist.  I’d  hate  to  be 
his  office  boy.” 

Bob  was  office  boy  and  messenger  for  Broker 
Beard,  of.  No.  —  Wail  Street,  and  was  returning 
from  an  errand  to  the  Mills  Building.  It  was  a 
miserable  afternoon  in  the  spring.  The  air  was 
thick  with  fog  and  a  heavy,  drizzling  rain.  The 
streets  were  slushy  and  walking  unpleasant. 
Bob’s  boss  occupied  a  suite  of  rooms  on  the  third 
floor  of  a  tall  office  building,  and  the  elevator 
that  took  the  boy  up  was  full  of  damp  individ¬ 
uals.  Take  it  altogether  the  day  was  not  one 
that  made  people  feel  happy,  so  there  was  some 
excuse  for  the  money-lender’s  bad  humor.  On 
top  of  it  all  the  market  was  on  the  slump,  and 
speculators  long  on  stocks  looked  as  blue  as  in¬ 
digo.  Those  operating  on  margin  had  to  hustle 
for  funds  to  save  themselves  from  being  sold  out. 
Those  who  had  only  to  sign  a  check  for  the  nec¬ 
essary  amount  did  so  with  a  growl,  as  though 
the  operation  was  extremely  unpleasant  to  them. 
Bob  had  brought  an  answer  and  he  handed  it  to 
the  cashier  and  took  his  where  he  could  watch 
his  umbrella  in  the  stand.  The  reason  Bob  kept 
his  eye  on  his  umbrella  was  because  it  belonged 
to  his  sister,  and  there  were  several  poor  ones 
in  the  stand. 

Bob  noticed  that  people  are  often  absent-mind¬ 
ed  on  a  rainy  day,  and  pick  out  somebody  else’s 
umbrella  for  their  own.  As  a  rule  they  light  onto 
the  best  one.  A  few  minutes  elapsed  and  the 
door  opened  admitting  a  friend  of  Bob’s  named 
Billy  Burton.  Billy  had  a  note  for  Broker 
Beard. 


“I  want  to  see  your  boss,  Bob,”  said  Billy. 

“Then  you’ll  have  to  go  over  to  the  Exchange,” 
said  Bob. 

“Is  that  where  he  is?” 

“That’s  where  he  is  supposed  to  be.  Better 
hand  your  note  to  the  cashier.” 

Billy  concluded  that  he  would,  and  did.  The 
cashier  read  it,  sealed  it  up  again  and  called  Bob 

up. 

“Take  this  over  to  the  Exchange  to  Mr. 
Beard.” 

Bob  put  on  his  hat  and  fished  out  his  umbrella. 
Billy  grinned  when  Bob  told  him  he  had  to  take 
the  note  over  to  his  boss. 

“I’m  sorry  I  told  you  to  hand  it  to  the  cashier. 
I  didn’t  want  to  go  out  in  the  fog  and  rain 
again  right  away,”  he  said. 

“This  kind  of  weather  will  make  you  grow,” 
laughed  Billy. 

“I’m  tall  enough  for  my  age,  that’s  where  I 
have  it  on  you.  Come  along.” 

They  went  out  together  and  parted  at  the 
corner  of  Broad  street.  A  state  of  pandemonium 
reigned  in  the  Exchange  when  Bob  got  there  and 
tried  to  get  his  boss.  The  slump  was  worse  than 
ever,  but  it  would  soon  be  over  for  the  day,  as  it 
was  close  to  three.  After  Considerable  trouble 
Bob  delivered  the  note.  Broker  Beard  read  it  and 
told  Bob  to  wait.  He  wrote  a  note  to  a  broker 
in  Jersey  City  and  told  Bob  to  deliver  it  as  soon 
as  he  could.  Bob  called  up  the  cashier  on  the 
phone  and  said  he  was  going  to  Jersey  City  on 
an  errand,  then  he  started  for  the  Cortlandt 
street  Ferry. 

It  had  stopped  raining,  but  the  fog  seemed 
thicker  than  ever.  The  vehicles  were  going  up 
and  down  Broadway  at  reduced  speed,  for  there 
was  constant  danger  of  a  collision.  Even  at 
that  it  was  something  of  a  feat  for  a  pedestrian 
to  cross  the  street.  Bob  reached  the  ferry  in 
time  to  catch  a  boat  that  was  just  going  out. 
The  air  on  the  river  was  full  of  whistles  from 
slow-going  boats.  Not  a  ferryboat  was  making 
anything  like  schedule  time.  It  was  about  half¬ 
past  three  when  Bob  reached  Jersey  City  and 
started  for  the  broker’s  office.  He  was  just  in 
time  to  catch  the  broker  as  he  was  leaving  for 
his  home.  There  was  no  answer  for  him  to  take 
back,  so  he  didn’t  intend  to  return  to  the  office, 
but  go  straight  home  to  the  modest  flat  in  Har¬ 
lem,  where  he  lived  with  his  parents.  His  father 
was  a  bookkeeper,  while  his  sister,  who  was  older 
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than  himself,  carried  on  a  small  dressmaking 
business  at  home. 

He  was  close  to  the  ferry-house  when  he  slip¬ 
ped  on  the  edge  of  the  sidewalk  and  landed  partly 
m  the  gutter.  He  instinctively  threw  out  his 
hands  to  save  himself,  and  his  right  hand  slid 
into  the  gutter.  His  fingers  closed  upon  some¬ 
thing  soft,  and  he  held  on  to  it  while  getting  up. 
When  he  looked  at  the  thing  it  proved  to  be  a 
pocketbook. 

“Gee!  I  wonder  who  lost  this?”  he  said. 

He  examined  it  when  he  got  on  the  boat,  and 
found  it  stuffed  with  bills.  On  the  flap,  in  gilt 
letters,  was  the  name  of  “M.  S.  Wood.”  On 
counting  the  money  Bob  found  that  it  footed  up 
$1,200.  There  was  no  clue  to  the  owner's  ad¬ 
dress.  From  certain  articles  in  the  wallet  Bob 
judged  that  it  belonged  to  a  woman.  He  judged 
that  it  would  be  advertised  for,  but  whether  in 
a  Jersey  City  or  New  York  paper  he  couldn’t 
determine.  He  decided  to  go  to  the  Cooper  Union 
every  afternoon  for  a  week  and  examine  the 
Jersey  City  papers  on  file  there.  He  could  go 
through  the  New  York  papers  each  morning  at 
the  stand  of  the  new's  dealer  who  delivered  the 
paper  at  his  flat.  While  the  ferryboat  w;as  feel¬ 
ing  its  way  across  the  river,  Bob  went  out  front 
to  take  a  look  at  the  weather.  He  seemed  to 
be  the  only  passenger  who  had  any  curiosity  on 
the  subject,  for  he  had  the  deck  to  himself. 
What  with  the  fog  and  the  heavy  overcast  sky 
it  was  much  darker  than  usual  for  the  hour.  He 
was  standing  beside  the  rail  when  suddenly  a 
dark  object  loomed  up  in  the  fog  and  came  at 
the  ferryboat.  The  pilot  saw  it,  whistled,  and 
rang  to  stop,  and  then  to  back.  The  object  proved 
to  be  the  bowsprit  of  a  large  schooner,  and  it 
was  right  over  Bob  before  he  could  move.  Then 
the  schooner’s  bows  hit  the  ferryboat  a  heavy 
crack,  and  Bob  was  thrown  violently  against  the 
rail.  He  threw  up  his  hands  and  caught  hold  of 
the  steel  rope  that  ran  out  from  the  cutwater 
to  the  center  of  the  bowsprit.  Before  he  could  let 
go,  the  schooner’s  head  wore  away  from  the 
ferryboat,  and  he  was  dragged  over  the  rail, 
and  in  a  moment  was  hanging  suspended  above 
the  water.  It  was  a  perilous  position  for  him 
to  find  himself  in,  but  he  did  not  lose  his  presence 
of  mind. 

As  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  regain  the  fer¬ 
ryboat,  he  swung  himself  up  on  the  bowsprit  and 
worked  his  way  in.  Right  before  him  loomed  up 
the  misty  figure  of  a  man,  standing  on  the  heel 
of  the  bowsprit  and  looking  into  the  fog.  This 
person  was  the  lookout,  but  he  had  not  discerned 
the  ferryboat  in  time  to  avoid  the  collision.  He 
saw  Bob  crawling  toward  him  along  the  bow- . 
sprit,  like  some  kind  of  an  animal,  and  was 
reatly  astonished.  Fie  bent  forward  and  stared 
arder.  Bob  rose  up  the  moment  he  touched  the 
deck. 

“Hello,  who  are  you,  and  how  came  you  to  be 
out  on  the  bowsprit?”  said  the  lookout,  catching 
the  boy  by  the  arm. 

“I  was  on  the  ferryboat  you  ran  into.  In  some 
way  I  got  hold  of  a  stiff  rope  attached  to  the 
bowsprit,  as  it  hung  close  over  my  head,  and  be¬ 
fore  I  could  let  go  I  was  dragged  over  the  rail. 
Of  course  I  couldn’t  let  go  then,  for  I  would  have 
dropped  into  the  water,  so  I  clambered  onto  the 
bowsprit,  and  here  I  am,”  said  Bob. 


That’s  the  greatest  thing  I  ever  heard  of,” 
said  the  man.  “What’s  your  name?  Do  you 
live  in  New  York?” 

“My  name  is  Bob  Hazleton.  I  live  in  Harlem, 
and  work  in  Wall  Street.” 

“Well,  go  aft  and  report  the  facts  to  the  old 
man.  We’re  bound  down  the  Jersey  coast,  but 
the  skipper,  I  dare  say,  will  put  you  ashore  on 
Staten  Island.” 

Bob  started  aft  through  the  fog  and  increasing 
gloom.  He  passed  the  foremast  and  its  broad 
sail,  which  was  close  hauled.  The  canvas  was 
barely  drawing,  the  wind  was  so  light.  Then 
he  came  to  the  mizzenmast  and  its  sail.  A  few 
paces  further  aft  he  nearly  tripped  over  a  glow¬ 
ing  object  and  found  it  was  the  cabin  skylight. 
Passing  the  skylight,  he  presently  came  to  a 
raised  hood  which  covered  the  cabin  stairs.  Right 
before  him  was  the  helmsman  and  the  wheel,  with 
the  binnacle  in  front. 

He  walked  up  to  the  misty  figure  of  the  man 
who  was  holding  the  spokes  and  said: 

“Where’s  the  captain  of  this  vessel?” 

The  steersman  stared  at  him,  for  he  did  not 
recognize  him  as  being  connected  with  the 
schooner. 

“Who  are  .you?”  he  asked,  in  some  astonish¬ 
ment. 

“I’m  a  Wall  Street  messenger  boy,”  replied 
Bob. 

“A  Wall  Street  messenger  boy!”  repeated  the 
helmsmen.  “What  are  you  doing  aboard  here?” 

Bob  handed  him  the  same  explanation  he  had 
given  the  lookout. 

“Well,  I’ll  be  jiggered!”  cried  the  man,  clearly 
amazed.  “The  skipper  is  below  in  the  cabin.  Go 
down  and  tell  him  your  story.” 

Bob  descended  a  short  flight  of  brass-bound 
steps  and  found  himself  in  the  small  cabin.  The 
captain  was  seated  at  the  table  looking  over  some 
papers  relating  to  the  schooner’s  cargo.  He 
looked  up  when  Bob  appeared,  and  he,  too,  stared 
when  his  gaze  lighted  on  a  young  stranger  who 
had  not  been  aboard  when  the  craft  left  her 
wharf.  His  natural  impression  was  that  the  boy 
had  stowed  himself  away  forward  in  the  small 
galley  below  deck,  taking  advantage  of  the  mist, 
and  now  that  the  vessel  was  under  way,  showed 
himself. 

“How  came  you  aboard,  young  man?”  he  said, 
sharply. 

Bob  explained.  The  boy’s  story  sounded  fishy 
to  the  skipper,  but  still  he  could  not  say  it  was 
not  true. 

“I  can  prove  I  came  aboard  that  way  by  on© 
of  your  men  who  is  standing  close  to  the  bow¬ 
sprit,”  said  Bob. 

“It"  is  a  mighty  strange  thing  for  you  to  be 
pulled  off  the  ferryboat  in  the  way  you  said;  but 
since  you  are  aboard  I’m  afraid  you’ll  have  to 
stay.” 

“I  want  you  to  put  me  on  shore  as  soon  as  you 
can.” 

“I  couldn’t  do  it  in  this  fog.” 

“Why  not?  You  pass  Staten  Island.  Ther© 
are  several  places  there  where  you  can  land  me.” 

“I  would  lose  too  much  time  maneuvering  to 
fetch  the  end  of  a  wharf  in  this  fog.  If  th© 
weather  was  clear  I’d  send  you  ashore  in  a  boat.” 

“As  your  vessel,  by  bumping  into  the  ferry¬ 
boat,  is  responsible  for  my  predicament,  I  think 
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you  are  duty  bound  to  take  the  trouble  of  landing 
me.” 

“I  don’t  see  it  in  that  light.  If  you  hadnt 
taken  a  grip  on  a  part  of  my  vessel  you  would 
still  be  on  the  ferryboat  where  you  belong.  At 
any  rate,  I’m  not  going  to  put  in  anywhere  in 
this  fog.  You’ll  have  to  stay  aboard  till  the 
weather  clears.” 

“But  the  fog  may  last  all  night,”  protested 

Bob. 

“I  can’t  help  that,”  said  the  captain. 

“If  you  carry  me  part  way  down  the  coast  I 
won’t  be  able  to  get  to  my  office  on  time  in  the 
morning.” 

“That’s  your  funeral,  not  mine.” 

“I  guess  you  could  land  me  somewhere  on 
Staten  Island  if  you  wanted  to  take  the  trouble.” 

“Probably  I  could,  but  I’m  not  going  to  take 
the  trouble.  You  can  go  on  deck  or  sit  around 
the  cabin.  I’ll  have  to  put  up  with  you,  for  I 
can’t  throw  you  overboard.” 

The  skipper  turned  to  his  papers,  while  Bob, 
not  feeling  particularly  happy  over  the  situation, 
which  included  the  loss  of  his  sister’s  umbrella, 
which  he  would  have  to  replace,  walked  back  up 
stairs. 


CHAPTER  II. — What  Bob  Learned  on  the  Yacht 

“What  did  the  old  man  have  to  say?”  said  the 
helmsman. 

“He  says  he  won’t  put  me  ashore  on  account 
of  the  fog,”  replied  Bob. 

“I  guess  it  would  give  us  a  lot  of  trouble.” 

“It  puts  me  in  a  bad  hole.  My  people  won’t 
know,  what  has  become  of  me,  and  they  will  prob¬ 
ably  be  worried  about  me.” 

“That  can’t  be  helped.  The  old  man  owns  this 
schooner,  and  he’s  boss  of  the  ranch.” 

At  that  moment  the  lookout  man  shouted 
"Hard  aport.” 

Through  the  muck  ahead  loomed  an  object  that 
looked  like  a  phantom  steam  yacht.  Her  propel¬ 
ler  was  working  slowly,  for  she  was  feeling  her 
way  toward  the  mouth  of  the  North  River.  The 
two  vessels,  bound  in  opposite  directions,  were 
almost  shaving  each  other’s  sides,  so  close  were 
they  at  that  moment.  On  the  spur  of  the  mo¬ 
ment  Bob  took  a  running  leap  and  landed  on 
the  yacht’s  deck.  The  deck  was  slippery  with 
moisture,  and  the  boy  slipped  up  and  slid  against 
the  port  side  of  the  little  steamer.  His  head  hit 
an  iron  cleat,  and  for  some  minutes  he  lay  dazed 
and  in  a  heap.  No  one  aboard  of  the  yacht  had 
seen  him  come  aboard  from  the  schooner.  The 
only  person  who  saw  him  take  the  leap  was  the 
schooner’s  helmsman,  and  by  the  time  he  re¬ 
covered  from  his  surprise  the  two  craft  had  sep¬ 
arated. 

In  the  course  of  a  few  minutes  Bob  sat  up  and 
rubbed  his  head. 

“I  am  having  a  chapter  of  accidents  this  after¬ 
noon,”  he  said  to  himself.  “As  this  vessel  is 
bound  for  some  wharf  on  the  city  water  front, 
T  stand  a  show  now  of  getting  home  withip  a 
reasonable  time.  Nobody  appears  to  have  no¬ 
ticed  my  coming.  I  suppose  I  ought  to  hunt  up 
the  captain  and  explain  ,  why  I  took  the  liberty 
of  coming  aboard.” 

He  got  up  and  tried  to  peer  through  the  fog. 


He  could  hear  the  slow  thump  of  the  engine  down 
below.  If  there  was  anybody  on  deck  he  could¬ 
n’t  see  them.  He  started  aft,  feeling  his  way 
along.  In  a  few  moments  he  came  to  the  raised 
cabin.  Built  on  top  of  the  front  end  was  a  small 
pilot-house  in  which  was  the  wheel.  Running 
from  side  to  side'  in  front  of  this  house  was  a 
narrow  bridge.  There  was  a  passage  between  the 
cabin  windows  and  either  rail  of  the  boat.  As 
Bob  had  landed  against  the  port  side,  he  followed 
the  port  passage  aft.  Most  of  the  windows  were 
lighted  up. 

The  curtains  were  drawn  so  he  couldn’t  see 
the  interior.  Two  windows  were  lowered  an  inch 
from  the  top,  and  two  others  raised  an  inch 
from  the  bottom.  Bob  inserted  his  fingers  into 
one  of  the  latter  and  pulled  the  shade  aside  far 
enough  to  give  him  a  view  of  the  elegant  little 
cabin.  Four  well-dressed  gentlemen  were  seated 
in  pivot  chairs  about  a  table.  A  box  of  choice 
cigars  and  a  cut-glass  decanter  of  whisky  stood 
on  the  table.  At  each  man’s  elbow  stood  a  glass, 
and  in  each  man’s  mouth  was  a  cigar.  Their 
conversation  easily  reached  his  ears.  What  they 
were  talking  about  interested  him  greatly.  They 
were  Wall  Street  operators  and  members  of  a 
syndicate  which  had  been  formed  to  corner  and 
then  boost  the  price  of  G.  &  N.  stock.  They  were 
talking  over  their  plans,  and  Bob  listened  eager* 
ly.  In  the  course  of  fifteen  minutes  he  learned 
enough  to  convince  him  that  he  had  captured  a 
gilt-edge  tip.  He  thought  of  the  $1,200  in  the 
wallet  he  had  found  in  Jersey  City,  and  wjshed 
the  money  were  his. 

“I’d  slap  every  nickel  of  it  up  on  G.  &  N.,  and 
I’ll  bet  I’d  double  the  money.” 

The  idea  appealed  to  him  so  much  that  he 
began  figuring  on  using  the  money  anyway. 

“It  will  give  me  the  chance  to  get  a  stake,  and 
if  I  find  out  the  owner  of  the  wallet  I  can  re¬ 
turn  the  money  later.  At  any  rate,  there  is 
no  certainty  that  I’ll  discover  the  owner,  and  if 
I  wait  till  I  find  out  one  way  or  the  other,  I’ll 
lose  what  I  could  make  out  of  this  tip.  Now  that 
I  know  how  those  gentlemen  are  going  to  work 
the  deal,  it  will  be  a  regular  cinch,  and  cinches 
like  that  only  come  once  in  a  fellow’s  life.” 

The  temptation  to  use  the  money  was  almost 
irresistible  under  the  circumstances.  While  he 
was  listening  to  the  talk  the  yacht  stopped  sev¬ 
eral  times,  probably  to  avoid  other  craft  in  the 
bay,  or  in  the  river  if  she  had  entered  it.  There 
was  a  clock  affixed  to  the  forward  wall  of  the 
cabin,  and  the  hands  pointed  to  the  hours  of  six. 
Bob  could  see  it  from  the  place  where  he  stood. 
The  conversation  in  the  cabin  turned  upon  cop¬ 
per,  and  the  gentlemen  seemed  to  be  of  the 
opinion  that  there  would  be  a  rise  in  that  before 
the  month  was  up.  One  said  he  understood  that 
Hurricane  Island  Copper,  which  was  selling  at 
$5  a  share,  would  be  used  by  the  copper  syndicate 
to  start  the  ball  rolling.  They  said  a  good  deal 
about  copper,  and  Bob  took  it  all  in,  hoping  to 
be  able  to  make  some  use  of  it  later  on  after 
the  G.  &  N.  went  through.  One  of  the  gentlemen, 
yyho  appeared  to  be  the  owner  of  the  yacht,  left 
the  table  and  went  up  Jo  the  pilot-house  to  find 
out  where  they  were  and  when  the  sailing-master 
expected  to  get  the  yacht  to  her  anchorage  up 
near  Seventy-second  street  in  the  North  River. 
The  fog  was  as  thick  as  ever,  and  of  a  con-* 
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sistency  that  sailors  call  pea  soup.  The  ferry¬ 
boats  were  having  a  hard  time  of  it.  The  New 
Jersey  railroad  commuters  had  started  to  get 
over  from  five  o’clock  on,  and  all  of  them  missed 
their  regular  trains,  and  the  trains  they  did  take 
ran  behind  their  schedule  time. 

That  made  them  late  in  getting  to  their  homes, 
which  was  one  of  the  disadvantages  of  living  out 
on  that  side  of  the  river  and  having  business  in 
New  York.  It  was  now  pitch  dark.  The  lights 
on  the  Manhattan  side  could  only  be  dimly  made 
out  from  the  pilot-house  of  the  yacht,  while 
nothing  could  be  seen  but  dark  pall  looking 
Jersey  ward.  The  ferryboats  could  be  seen  owing 
to  their  blazing  lights,  but,  of  course,  the  light 
did  not  look  bright,  but  just  blurred  streaks 
sliding  down  along  the  water.  The  fog  of  this 
night,  however,  was  unusually  dense.  Unless 
a  wind  came  on  it  was  bound  to  hold  all  night, 
and  would  still  be  in  evidence  to  some  extent 
next  morning.  Bob  heard  footsteps  approaching 
along  the  passage,  so  he  concluded  that  he  had 
better  make  a  change  of  base.  He  slipped  around 
to  the  stern  and  leaned  over  the  rail.  Whoever 
was  coming  was  bound  for  the  cabin.  The  door 
was  opened  and  a  flood  of  light  shone  on  the 
boy’s  back.  It  produced  a  peculiar  effect.  The 
light  carried  out  into  the  fog  and  reflected 
Bob’s  image  upon  it.  It  made  his  shadow  assume 
gigantic  size.  Bob  started  back  because  he  felt 
at  the  moment  as  if  he  were  falling  out  into  the 
mist.  The  man  heard  him  and  looked  around. 
He  did  not  recognize  the  boy  as  one  of  the  crew, 
and  he  stepped  up  to  him. 

“Hello,  where  did  you  come  from?”  he  said. 

That  was  the  fourth  time  the  same  question 
had  been  launched  at  him  since  he  was  whisked 
off  the  ferryboat,  and  it  was  getting  rather 
monotonous. 

“I  came  from  a  schooner  you  nearly  ran  into 
out  on  the  bay  somewhere,”  answered  Bob. 

“The  dickens  you  did!”  said  the  man,  who  was 
the  mate  of  the  yacht.  “How  did  that  happen?” 

Bob  told  his  story  from  the  beginning  of  his 
strange  experiences.  The  mate  was  clearly  as¬ 
tonished. 

“I’ll  have  to  introduce  you  to  the  owner  and  let 
him  hear  what  you  say  you  have  been  through. 
Your  case  is  something  decidedly  unusual,  and 
would  make  good  stuff  for  a  reporter.  Come 
into  the  cabin. 

He  took  Bob  by  the  arm  and  led  him  into  the 
cabin. 

“Where  is  Mr.  Clark?”  asked  the  mate  of  the 
gentlemen  at  the  table. 

“He  went  to  the  pilot-house  a  few  minutes 
ago,”  replied  one  of  them. 

Five  minutes  later  the  owner  returned.  The 
mate  spoke  to  him  about  some  matter  connected 
with  the.  yacht,  and  then  called  his  attention  to 
Bob,  whom  he  said  had  come  aboard  down  the 
bay  in  an  extraordinary  manner. 

“How  could  he  come  aboard  down  the  bay  in 
this  fog?”  asked  Clark. 

“He  will  explain,”  said  the  mate,  who  then 
took  his  departure. 

“Well,  young  man,  let’s  have  your  story,”  said 
the  owner. 

Bob  began  by  saying  that  he  was  office  boy  to 
Broker  Beard,  and  that  he  had  been  sent  to 
Jersey  City  with  a  message  to  a  mining  broker 


there,  and  that ‘he  was  returning  on  the  ferry-¬ 
boat  when  his  peculiar  adventures  began.  Then 
he  went  on  and  told  how  he  was  dragged  from 
the  ferryboat  by  the  schooner  and  narrowly  es-  !  i 
caped  with  his  life.  How  the  captain  had  re¬ 
fused  to  put  him  ashore,  which  was  not  at  all 
to  his  liking,  for  he  saw  little  prospect  of  get-  j 
ting  back  to  the  city  until  the  following  forenoon,  i  , 
Then  he  told  how  close  the  yacht  and  the 
schooner  came  together  in  the  fog,  and  how  he  ' 
made  up  his  mind  instantly  to  leap  aboard  the 
yacht  as  she  was  bound  in  the  direction  he  want¬ 
ed  to  go. 

“I  landed  in  a  heap  on  deck  and  got  a  whack 
on  my  head  that  made  me  see  stars  for  some 
minutes,”  he  concluded;  “but  I’m  all  right  now,  ’ 
and  I  guess  when  you  reach  your  anchorage  I’ll 
be  able  to  get  home  some  time  this  evening.” 

“You  have  had  quite  a  thrilling  experience, 
young  man,”  said  the  owner.  “Where  do  you 
live?” 

“In  Harlem,  on  the  West  Side.” 

“We’ll  anchor  off  West  Seventy-second  street 
before  long,  and  that  will  be  convenient  for  you. 
All  you’ll  have  to  do  will  be  to  walk  up  Seventy- 
second  street  to  the  elevated  station.  You  should 
get  home  before  eight.” 

“I  hope  you’ll  excuse  the  liberty  I  took  in 
boarding  your  yacht  in  the  way  I  did,  sir,”  said 
Bob. 

“Don’t  mention  it,  young  man.  You  took  quite 
a  risk,  and  you  are  welcome  to  the  advantage  it 
has  been  to  you.  I  know  your  employer,  Mr. 
Beard,  and  will  probably  see  him  to-morrow. 
Will  you  have  a  glass  of  wine?  I  presume  you 
do  not  indulge  in  whisky?” 

“I  don’t  drink  anything  stronger  than  water.” 

“How  would  you  like  a  soda?” 

“I  don’t  want  to  trouble  you,  sir.” 

“It’s  no  trouble,”  said  the  owner,  ringing  for 
his  steward. 

A  bottle  of  soda  and  a  glass  were  brought.  AH 
present  drank  Bob’s  health,  and  voted  him  a 
lucky  boy.  In  due  time  the  yacht  reached  her 
moorings,  the  gentlemen  took  Bob  ashore  with 
them,  and  they  walked  up  to  Mr.  Clark’s  house 
together.  There  Bob  parted  from  them  and 
started  for  his  home.  It  was  nearly  eight  when 
he  entered  the  house,  and  the  evening  meal  was 
over  and  cleared  away.  Bob’s  supper,  however, 
was  waiting  for  him  in  the  oven  of  the  gas 
range,  and  while  eating  it  he  told  about  his  ad¬ 
ventures  that  afternoon  in  the  fog.  His  mother 
and  sister  expressed  their  concern  over  the  risks 
he  had  encountered. 

“I  lost  your  umbrella,  sis,  but  I’ll  buy  you  a 
new  one,”  he  said. 

His  sister  was  willing  to  overlook  the  loss  of 
her  umbrella  after  the  experience  he  had  been 
through/  but  Bob  insisted  that  he  would  replace 
it.  Then  he  showed  the  wallet  and  the  money 
he  found  in  Jersey  City,  and  said  he  expected  to 
find  the.  owner  through  the  lost  and  found  no¬ 
tices. 

“But  if  >  you  don’t,  the  money  will  be  yours,” 
said  his.  sister. 

“Yes,  but  the  party  who  lost  this  wallet  is 
bound  to  advertise  for  it.” 

“It  would  be  a  great  windfall  for  you  if  they 
didn’t.” 

£ 


A  CORNER  IN  MONEY 


5 


Bob  admitted  that  it  would,  and  there  the 
matter  rested. 


CHAPTER  III.— Bob  Finds  the  Owner  of 
the  Wallet. 

Bob  looked  the  New  York  papers  over  next 
morning,  but  saw  no  notice  relating  to  the  pocket- 
book.  He  reached  his  office  at  the  usual  time, 
and  his  head  was  full  of  G.  &  N,  The  slump 
stopped  about  eleven  o’clock,  and  prices  began 
to  recover  a  little.  The  fog  had  disappeared,  and 
it  was  a  sunny  day.  Everybody  appeared  to  be 
in  a  better  humor.  Bob  told  his  story  of  his 
adventure  to  Mr.  Beard  before  that  gentleman 
went  to  the  Exchange,  but  he  said  nothing  about 
the  wallet  containing  the  $1,200.  His  employer 
seemed  to  think  that  he  had  had  a  fortunate 
escape.  The  day  passed  as  usual  with  him,  and 
he  left  Wall  Street  around  four  o’clock.  He 
went  up  to  the  Cooper  Union  reading-room  and 
looked  over  the  two  leading  daily  papers  of 
Jersey  City  to  see  if  there  was  an  advertisement 
about  the  lost  wallet.  He  didn’t  see  any.  Next 
day  he  examined  all  the  papers  carefully  once 
more,  but  there  was  no  advertisement  referring 
to  the  wallet. 

“I  guess  I  may  venture  to  use  that  money  to 
put  a  deal  through  in  G.  &  N,”  he  told  himself. 

At  supper  that  evening  his  sister  asked  him 
if  he  had  found  the  owner  of  the  wallet,  and  Bob 
replied  that  he  had  not.  On  the  following  morn¬ 
ing  he  bought  120  shares  of  G.  &  N.  on  margin 
at  the  little  banking  and  brokerage  house  on 
Nassau  street.  The  stock  was  ruling  at  85, 
which  was  below  its  normal  value.  The  late 
slump  was  responsible  for  that.  Nearly  all 
stocks  being  somewhat  lower  than  ordinary,  it 
was  a  good  time  for  the  speculators  to  buy,  and 
a  great  many  of  them  did.  G.  &  N.,  however, 
went  lower  next  day  by  five  points.  That  fright¬ 
ened  a  lot  of  small  speculators  into  selling.  As 
Bob  wasn’t  expecting  it  to  drop  lower,  he  got 
something  of  a  shock  when  he  saw  that  it  closed 
at  8  and  a  fraction. 

Next  day  was  Saturday,  and  the  stock  fell 
two  points  more,  closing  at  noon  at  78  5-8.  Bob 
began  to  have  visions  of  the  loss  of  his  $1,200. 
He  kicked  himself  for  buying  so  soon.  At  any 
rate  he  went  home  feeling  solemn  and  did  not 
©njoy  his  half-holiday  to  any  extent.  Monday 
G.  &  N.  opened  at  78  7-8  and  went  up  to  81. 
During  the  afternoon  it  dropped  back  to  78.  It 
bung  around  that  figure  until  Thursday,  when  it 
dropped  to  76.  One  point  more  and  Bob  knew 
that  he  would  be  wiped  out. 

“My  tip  it  all  right.  The  stock  is  going  to 
boom,  but  I  should  not  have  bought  in  such  a 
rush.  The  syndicate  has  worked  the  slump  to 
shake  the  stock  out  so  the  brokers  in  its  employ 
could  buy  it  in  as  cheap  as  possible.  What  a 
chump  I  was,  with  all  my  Wall  Street  experience, 
not  to  foresee  that  something  like  that  was  likely 
to  happen.” 

When  Bob  came  downtown  on  Friday  morning 
be  was  feeling  mighty  blue.  He  fully  expected 
to  see  his  financial  finish  that  day.  Then  if  he 
found  out  the  owner  of  the  wallet,  what  could  he 
say  to  her?  G.  &  N.  opened  at  76  1-8,  then  ad¬ 


vanced  to  76  1-2.  At  eleven  o’clock  it  dropped 
to  76.  About  that  time  the  cashier  called  Bob 
up  and  handed  him  a  note. 

“Take  this  uptown,  Bob,  and  get  back  as  soon 
as  you  can,”  he  said. 

Bob  looked  at  the  name  and  address.  It  read: 
“Mr.  M.  S.  Wood,  No,  —  Madison  avenue.” 

The  boy  nearly  had  a  fit  when  he  read  the 
name.  It  was  the  same  that  was  stamped  on  the 
wallet  he  had  found.  Could  it  he  this  was  the 
lady  who  had  lost  the  pocketbook  he  had  found? 
If  so,  what  was  he  going  to  do  about  it?  She 
might  be  one  of  his  boss’  customers.  If  he 
asked  her  if  she  had  lost  the  wallet,  and  she  re¬ 
plied  that  she  had,  he  would  have  to  confess  the 
use  he  had  made  of  her  money,  and  admit  that 
it  was  as  good  as  sacrificed.  Of  course  she  would 
get  mad  and  in  all  probability  call  Mr.  Beard’s,, 
attention  to  the  facts. 

Then  the  broker  would  have  something  to  say 
to  him.  Not  only  would  he  get  a  calling  down  for 
using  money  that  did  not  belong  to  him,  but  he 
would  get  a  wigging  for  speculating  in  stocks. 
It  was  an  unwritten,  iron-clad  rule  in  Wall 
Street  that  employees  must  not  speculate.  If 
they  broke  it  they  stood  a  good  chance  of  being 
discharged.  , 

“Who  is  this  Mrs.  Wood?”  Bob  asked  the 
cashier. 

“She’s  a  good  customer  of  ours.  Now  run 
along,”  replied  the  man. 

Bob  took  a  Third  avenue  train  uptown,  feeling 
worse  than  he  ever  had  before  in  his  life.  He 
was  a  boy  of  fine  principles,  and  he  felt  that,  be 
the  consequences  what  they  might,  it  was  his 
duty  to  find  out  if  this  Mrs.  Wood  was  the  prson 
to  whom  the  wallet  belonged,  and  if  she  claimed 
it  to  tell  her  the  truth  at  all  hazard.  He  rang 
the  bell  at  one  of  the  old-time  five-story  brown 
stone  houses  on  Madison  avenue.  Only  wealthy 
people  lived  in  those  houses.  The  loss  of  $1,200 
would  hardly  affect  those  kind  of  people  much, 
but  nevertheless,  they  were  not  in  the  habit  of 
throwing  that,  or  any  other  sum,  away.  It  was 
quite  possible  that  some  of  them  valued  a  dollar 
more  than  people  not  a  tenth  as  well  off.  If 
Mrs.  Wood  was  one  of  those  kind,  and  the  wallet 
belonged  to  her,  she  was  pretty  certain  to  put  up 
a  howl  and  denounce  the  boy. 

Five  minutes  passed  before  the  door  was  open¬ 
ed  by  a  man  servant.  He  was  a  solemn  looking, 
stiff-backed  individual  who  seemed  to  regard 
himself  as  a  person  of  considerable  importance. 
His  name  was  Hopkins,  and  he  was  an  English¬ 
man.  He  had  been  a  servant  all  his  life  in  the 
best  families,  and  he  entertained  a  proper  ap¬ 
preciation  of  his  abilities  in  his  line. 

“Well,  young  man,  what  is  it?”  he  said,  with 
a  haughty  air. 

“I  wish  to  see  Mrs.  Wood.  She  is  home,  I 
suppose?” 

Hopkins  knew  that  his  mistress  was  at  home, 
but  he  never  admitted  the  fact  to  strangers  until 
he  had  ascertained  first  if  the  lady  would  see  the 
caller. 

“I  cawn’t  say  whether  she’s  at  ’ome  or  not. 
What  is  your  business?” 

“I  have  brought  a  note  to  her  from  the  Wall 
Street  office  where  I  work.” 

Bob’s  reply  made  all  the  difference  in  the  world 
with  Hopkins.  He  knew  that  his  mistress  had 
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business  dealings  in  Wall  Street,  and,  of  course, 
a  messenger  from  a  broker  seemed  all  right. 

“Step  in,  young  man,  ’and  me  your  note.  I 
will  take  it  hup  to  ’er,”  said  the  servant. 

Hopkins  picked  up  a  salver  from  the  hatrack 
and  held  it  out  to  the  boy.  Bob  placed  the  note 
on  it. 

“Take  a  seat,  and  if  there’s  a  answer  hl’ll 
bring  it  to  you.” 

Bob  sat  down,  and  Hopkins  walked  slowly  and 
solemnly  up  the  front  stairs.  In  a  few  minutes 
he  returned  with  word  that  there  was  no  “hawn- 
ser.” 

“Will  you  kindly  return  to  Mrs.  Wood  and 
ask  her  if  she  lost  a  wallet  in  Jersey  City  last 
week?”  said  Bob. 

“H’l  believe  she  did  lose  a  pocketbook  with 
some  money  in  it  lawst  week,  but  I  cawn’t  say 
whether  it  v/as  in  Jersey  City  or  elsewhere.  I 
will  take  your  message  to  ’er  and  see  what  she 
’as  to  say  habout  it.” 

Once  more  Hopkins  made  a  trip  upstairs,  and 
when  he  came  back  he  told  Bob  to  follow  him. 
The  boy  accompanied  the  servant  to  the  sitting- 
room  upstairs.  It  occupied  the  entire  front  of 
the  house,  with  a  draped  alcove  at  one  side.  The 
decoration  of  the  room  and  the  furniture  was 
rather  ofd-fashioned.  A  tall,  thin  and  rather 
plain  looking  woman  sat  in  a  chair  by  one  of 
the  windows. 

“Have  I  the  pleasure  of  addressing  Mrs.  M.  S. 
Wood?”  asked  Bob. 

“You  have,  young  man.  Sit  down  and  tell 
me  about  that  wallet.  The  one  I  lost  was  of  a 
dark  brown  color,  and  contained  $1,200  in  largo 
bills.  My  name  and  initials  were  on  the  flap 
outside,”  said  the  lady. 

“I  guess  the  wallet  I  found  in  Jersey  City,  near 
the  ferry-house,  is  yours,  for  you  have  described 
it  accurately,”  said  Bob. 

“So  you  found  it.  You  are  Mr.  Beard’s  office 
boy,  I  believe?”” 

“Yes,  ma’am.  My  name  is  Robert  Hazleton, 
and  I  live  with  my  parents  in  Harlem.” 

“Did  you  bring  the  wallet  with  you?” 

“Yes,  ma’am.  Here  it  is;  but  you  won’t  find 
the  money  in  it.” 

“I  suppose  you  took  that  out  and  placed  it 
in  your  office  safe?” 

“No,  ma’am,”  replied  Bob.  “I  took  the  lib¬ 
erty  of  using  it.  I’ll  explain  why  I  did  so,  and 
after  you  hear  my  story  you  can  report  the 
matter  to  Mr.  Beard  if  you  want  to.” 

“I’ll  listen  to  you,  though  I  can’t  imagine  why 
you  needed  so  large  a  sum  of  $1,200.  However, 
if  you  have  put  it  to  good  use  I  shall  not  find 
fault  with  you.  I  did  not  expect  ever  to  hear 
from  the  money  again.  You  are  an  honest  boy 
to  tell  me  that  you  found  the  wallet  with  the 
money  in  it.  Many  people  would  regard  such 
a  find  as  a  windfall  and  never  try  to  find  the 
owner,  or  say  a  word  about  it.” 

Bob  told  his  story,  which  included  his  ticklish 
experiences  that  afternoon  in  the  fog.  He  told 
about  the  conversation  of  the  four  gentlemen  in 
the  cabin  of  the  yacht,  which  he  explained  as  a 
gilt-edged  tip  on  G.  &  N.  Then  he  confessed  that 
he  had  used  the  $1,200  to  buy  120  shares  of  the 
stock  on  margin,  confident  that  he  would  more 
than  double  the  money. 

“But;  I  made  the  mistake,  ma’am,  of  buying 


too  quick,  though  the  price  was  low  and  I  didn’t 
think  it  would  go  any  lower.  I  overlooked  the 
possibility  of  the  syndicate  forcing  it  still  lower 
in  order  to  buy  it  in  as  cheap  as  possible.  That 
is  just  what  the  combine  did.  Their  brokers 
have  forced  it  down  nine  points  already,  and  if 
it  goes  half  a  point  lower  I  stand  to  lose  your 
$1,200.  I  bought  the  stock  at  85,  and  when  I 
left  Wall  Street  to  bring  you  the  message  from 
the  cashier,  it  was  down  to  76.  That  was  an 
hour  ago,  and  I  may  be  wiped  out  by  this  time. 
If  I  lose  your  money  I  can’t  replace  it.  That  is 
the  worst  of  it.  I  can’t  ask  you  to  forgive  me, 
for  I’m  not  entitled  to  your  pardon.  I  was 
foolish  to  put  all  my  eggs  in  one  basket,  but  I 
felt  sure  of  making  a  stake.  I  guess  I’ve  been 
as  foolish  as  any  lamb  that  ever  came  to  Wall 
Street.” 

Mrs.  Wood  listened  to  him  without  a  single  in¬ 
terruption.  When  he  had  finished  she  made  no 
remark,  but  getting  up  went  to  her  desk  and, 
taking  the  telephone  in  her  hand,  put  the  re¬ 
ceiver  to  her  ear.  She  called  up  Beard’s  office, 
and  Bob  felt  that  he  was  in  for  it. 


CHAPTER  IV.— Bob  Makes  Money  Out  of 
the  Market. 

“This  is  Mrs.  Wood,  of  Madison  avenue,”  she 
said  on  getting  the  connection.  “I  have  just  re¬ 
ceived  your  message.  There  is  no  answer.  I 
called  you  up  to  ask  the  present  market  price  of 
G.  &  N.” 

Half  a  minute  elapsed,  and  she  was  told  that 
it  was  quoted  at  76  3-8. 

“Has  it  been  lower  than  76  this  morning?” 

After  another  delay  she  was  told  that  it  had 
not. 

“Thank  you,  that  is  all,”  she  said,  hanging 
up  the  ’phone. 

She  sat  down,  pulled  her  check  book  out  of  a 
pigeon-hole,  and  wrote  out  a  check  for  $1,200, 
payable  to  the  order  of  Robert  Hazleton. 

“Young  man,  come  here,”  she  said. 

Bob  walked  over. 

“You  have  acted  rather  foolishly  in  putting  up 
all  that  money  on  what  looked  like  a  sure  thing. 
You  ought  to  know  that  there  is  nothing  sure 
in  Wall  Streep.  How  long  have  you  been  work¬ 
ing  for  Mr.  Beard?” 

“Three  years.” 

“You  ought  to  be  pretty  well  up  in  the  ways 
of  the  Street.  However,  we  will  not  talk  about 
that.  The  $1,200  is  at  stake,  and  I  am  going  to 
help  you  save  it.  Here  is  my  check  for  $1,200, 
made  out  to  your  order.  Take  it  to  the  broker 
who  bought  your  stock  and  hand  it  to  him  as 
additional  security  on  the  deal.  I  guess  the 
price  will  not  go  down  ten  points  more.  It  is 
now  ruling  at  76  3-8,  which  gives  you  a  point 
leeway  yet.  This  check  will  save  you  if  the 
price  should  fall  to  75.  I  think  from  the  con¬ 
versation  you  overheard  on  the  yacht  that  the 
stock  will  boom  in  a  week  or  so.  In  fact,  I  think 
so  well  of  your  tip  that  I  am  going  to  buy  1,000 
shares  of  G.  &  N.  on  the  usual  margin.  I  will 
send  my  order  to  your  office  by  you.” 

She  turned  to  her  desk  and  began  a  short  not* 
to  Mr.  Beard,  authorizing  him  to  purchase  1,0001 
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G.  &  N.  for  her  account  at  the  market.  Then 
she  wrote  out  a  check  to  the  broker’s  order  for 
$10,000  which  she  enclosed  with  the  order.  Bob 
was  so  taken  by  surprise  that  he  didn’t  know 
what  to  say.  Instead  of  getting  a  raking  over 
from  the  lady,  and  having  the  matter  reported 
to  his  employer,  the  lady  had  given  him  a  check 
for  enough  money  to  cover  a  call  on  him  for  ad¬ 
ditional  margin.  Finally  he  found  his  tongue 
and  expressed  his  sentiments  to  Mrs.  Wood. 

“I  don’t  know  how  to  thank  you  enough,  Mrs. 
Wood,”  he  said  in  a  grateful  tone.  “I  expected 
you  would '  treat  me  altogether  differently.  In 
fact,  I  looked  for  you  to  report  me  to  Mr.  Beard. 
I  might  not  have  lost  my  position  in  that  case, 
but  I  certainly  would  have  received  a  big  calling- 
down  from  my  employer.  As  the  case  stands  now, 
I  think  I  will  be  able  to  save  your  $1,200  and 
make  a  stake  into  the  bargain.  I  assure  you  that 
I  am  very  much  indebted  to  you  for  your  gen¬ 
erous  aid.” 

“You  are  welcome,  young  man.” 

“I  will  send  you  the  $2,400  when  I  close  out 
the  deal.” 

“Very  well.  I  am  not  worrying  about  the 

money.”  .  TT  .  . 

That  closed  the  interview,  and  Hopkins  was 
summoned  to  show  Bob  out.  The  Wall  Street 
boy  returned  downtown  in  different  spirits  than 
he  went  up.  He  declared  that  Mrs.  Wood  was  a 
brick,  and  that  he  might  look  around  a  long 
time  before  he  met  her  duplicate.  She  was  evi¬ 
dently  a  wealthy  woman  who  put  on  no  style. 
Bob  guessed  that  she  did  not  go  into  society 
much,  which  was  a  fact.  Had  he  seen  her  pri¬ 
vate  library  he  probably  would  have  understood 
how  she  put  in  a  large  part  of  her  time.  She 
was  a  collector  of  valuable  old  books  and  first 
editions  of  dead  and  gone  writers,  such  as 
Dickens,  Thackeray  and  others.  She  nossessed 
a  very  complete  collection*  of  works  illustrated 
by  the  famous  Cruikshank,  most  of  which  she 
had  obtained  through  English  dealers.  Alto¬ 
gether  she  was  somewhat  different  from  other 
women  of  her  financial  standing,  and  Bob  was 
destined  to  learn  much  about  her,  and  find  in 
her  a  friend  and  backer  when  he  needed  both. 
He  got  off  the  train  at  Fulton  street  and  hurried 
up  to  the  little  bank  on  Nassau  street.  After 
looking  at  the  G.  &  N.  quotations  on  the  black¬ 
board  and  finding  that  he  was  still  safe,  he  called 
on  the  cashier  and  put  up  the  check,  after  en¬ 
dorsing  it.  Then  he  went  back  to  the  office  and 
reported  his  return  to  the  cashier.  Now  that  he 
was  protected  to  the  extent  of  twenty  per  cent, 
altogether  on  his  deal,  Bob  felt  that  he  was  safe 
enough.  And  so  it  proved. 

G.  &  N.  went  to  75  1-2  next  day,  but  that  was 
the  lowest  drop.  Next  day  it  recovered  to  77,  and 
then  gradually  rose  to  90,  in  the  course  of  ten 
days.  The  boom  set  in  then  and  the  stock  went 
to  105  and  a  fraction  in  two  days.  At  that  fig¬ 
ure  Bob  sold  out  and  cleared  $2,400.  Mrs.  Wood 
made  $26,000  on  her  1,000  shares.  When  Bob 
called  on  her  to  pay  her  the  $2,400,  telling  her 
that  he  had  made  that  amount  himself  out  of 
the  deal^  she  headed  him  the  .money  back. 

“Silice  I  availed  myself  of  your  tip,  and  cleared 
a  good  sum  in  consequence,  I  think  it  only  fair 
to  make  you  a  suitable  present  in  return.  So 
keep  the  $2,400  as  evidence  of  my  appreciation 


of  your  honesty  with  respect  to  my  wallet,  and 
also  as  payment  for  the  tip,”  she  said. 

Bob  protested  that  she  was  too  liberal,  and 
that  he  did  not  think  he  ought  to  accept  so 
much  from  her,  but  she  insisted  on  having  her 
way  in  the  matter,  and  so  Bob  went  away  worth 
nearly  $5,000.  May  Hazleton  kept  at  her  brother 
about  the  wallet  he  had  found  until  he  told  her 
that  he  had  found  the  owner,  a  wealthy  lady  on 
Madison  avenue,  and  returned  it  to  her. 

“I  suppose  she  rewarded  you  handsomely?” 
said  May. 

“I  have  no  fault  to  find  with  her  generosity.” 

“How  much  did  she  give  you?” 

“She  gave  me  as  much  as  I  just  made  on  a 
stock  deal.” 

“How  much  was  that?” 

“I’m  not  saying.” 

“Why  not?  I  want  to  know.” 

“Can  you  keep  a  secret?” 

“Certainly  I  can.” 

“So  can  I,”  grinned  Bob,  walking  away. 

“Aren’t  you  the  mean  thing?”  his  sister  called 
after  him. 

Bob  laughed,  and  two  days  later  he  handed  his 
sister  $25  to  buy  a  new  gown  with  a  hat  to 
match.  As  she  had  only  to  buy  the  goods  and 
make  it  herself,  she  managed  to  get  a  new  pair 
of  shoes  and  several  other  things  out  of  the 
money.  Bob  also  presented  his  mother  with  $75 
to  do  as  she  pleased  with.  Both  mother  and 
daughter  took  it  for  granted  that  the  money  they 
received  was  a  part  of  the  present  Bob  had  re¬ 
ceived  for  returning  the  wallet  with  the  money 
intact,  and  they  were  both  curious  to  learn  just 
how  much  he  got.  For  particular  reasons  of  his 
own,  Bob  declined  to  enlighten  them.  Now  that 
he  had  accumulated  a  stake,  he  hoped  to  make 
more  money  out  of  the  market,  and  his  purpose 
was  to  give  his  folks  a  big  surprise  some  day. 
It  was  about  this  time  that  Bob  met  Abe  Single- 
ton,  the  money-lender,  on  the  street  again.  Their 
first  encounter  had  not  been  a  pleasant  one,  and 
as  it  happened  their  second  meeting  was  not  at¬ 
tended  by  happier  results.  Bob  was  returning 
from  an  errand  and  had  purchased  a  banana 
from  a  dago  fruitman  and  was  eating  it.  He 
liked  bananas,  and  frequently  indulged  in  them. 
It  was  against  the  Penal  Code  to  drop  banana 
skins  on  the  sidewalk,  and  Bob  was  always  care¬ 
ful  not  to  scatter  any  of  the  skins  about.  All 
the  boys  employed  in  Wall  Street  were  not  so 
careful.  One  of  them  passing  ahead  of  Bob, 
dropped  a  big  slice  of  peel.  Bob  didn’t  notice 
it  or  he  would  have  kicked  it  into  the  gutter. 
He  missed  stepping  on  it  by  half  an  inch.  Mr. 
Singleton,  who  was  close  behind  him,  was  not  so 
fortunate.  He  stepped  on  the  peel  and  his  legs 
slid  forward  like  a  shot,  while  his  body  and  head 
came  in  contact  with  the  hard  walk.  His  legs 
got  tangled  up  with  Bob’s,  and  that  lad  was 
tripped  up  before  he  knew  what  was  coming. 
Bob  went  backward,  and  his Jje&d  struck  Singly* 
ton i  a  bjpw  ia  the  stOTMcn.  The  mishap  natural¬ 
ly*  Attracted  attention,  and  the  passers-by  thought 
the  sight  quite  amusing.  Neither  the  money¬ 
lender  nor  Bob  saw  anything  funny  about  it. 
Singleton  saw  that  he  had  slipped  on,  and  ob¬ 
serving  that  Bob  was  eating  a  banana,  he  ac¬ 
cused  him  of  throwing  the  skin  on  the  sidewalk. 
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“I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  I  didn’t  throw  that 
skin  on  the  walk,”  replied  Bob. 

“I  say  you  did,”  roared  Singleton.  “You’ve 
got  a  banana  in  your  hand  now.” 

A  crowd  began  to  collect  around  them,  and  a 
policeman  came  up. 

“X  want  you  to  arrest  that  boy  for  dropping  a 
bar.xna  peel  on  the  sidewalk,”  said  Singleton.  “I 
had  0,  bad  fall  from  it,  and  I  ain’t  sure  but  my 
bv)ck  is  hurt.” 

Bow  showed  the  entire  skin  of  his  banana  in 
his  hand,  and  denied  all  knowledge  of  the  solitary 
piece  of  skin  which  had  tripped  up  the  money¬ 
lender. 

The  officer  was  satisfied  that  Bob  wasn’t  guilty, 
and  let  him  go  on  his  way,  much  to  the  dissatis¬ 
faction  of  Singleton.  Bob,  remembering  what  the 
gentlemen  on  the  yacht  said  about  copper,  was 
watching  Hurricane  Island  stock.  It  had  been 
ruling  around  $5  for  some  months,  and  though 
he  made  a  number  of  inquiries  about  it,  he  could 
find  out  nothing.  While  he  was  devoting  his  at¬ 
tention  largely  to  copper,  he  was  keeping  his 
eyes  on  the  regular  stock  market.  He  noticed 
that  L.  &  M.  was  going  up.  How  high  it  was 
likely  to  go  he  hadn’t  the  remotest  idea.  He 
finally  ventured  to  buy  100  shares  at  90.  In 
a  week  the  stock  was  up  to  94.  Bob  was  afraid 
to  hold  it  any  longer,  and  sold  out,  clearing  $400. 
The  financial  papers  were  beginning  to  call  at¬ 
tention  to  copper.  One  of  them  advised  the 
speculative  public  to  buy  Hurricane  Island  right 
away  and  hold  it  for  the  rise  that  was  in  pros¬ 
pect.  As  events  proved,  the  advice  was  good. 
Bob  bought  1,000  shares  outright  at  a  cost  of  a 
little  over  $5,000.  It  was  another  fortunate 
speculation  for  him.  Soon  afterward  copper 
began  advancing  all  along  the  line.  Two  weeks 
later  Hurricane  Island  was  up  to  $17.  Bob  had 
no  reason  to  believe  it  wouldn’t  go  much  higher, 
but  determining  to  be  on  the  safe  side,  he  sold 
out  his  stock  and  made  $12,000.  That  was  by 
far  the  most  money  he  had  made  so  far  out  of 
his  speculations,  and  he  felt  good  over  it,  for  he 
was  now  worth  $17,000.  . 


CHAPTER  V. — Bob’s  Errand  Down  in 
New  Jersey. 

When  he  collected  his  money  from  the  Hur¬ 
ricane  Island  Copper  deal,  Bob  decided  that  he 
had  cash  enough  to  surprise  his  folks.  That 
afternoon  he  carried  $200  home. 

“How’s  the  dressmaking  business  getting  on, 
May?”  he  asked  his  sister. 

“I’m  doing  very  well  at  present,”  she  an¬ 
swered. 

“How  is  your  cash  account?” 

“Not  very  fat.  A  number  of  my  customers 
owe  me  money,  but  they  are  good  for  it,  I  guess.” 

“Well,  don’t  say  I  never  gave  you  anything,” 
and  Bob  tossed  five  $10  bills  into  her  lap. 
this  money  really  for  me?” 

“Sure  it  is.’7 

“Dear  me,  you  must  have  made  some  extra 
money  down  town  to  afford  to  be  so  liberal.” 

“I  have.  I’ve  been  doing  some  speculating  and 
have  come  out  ahead.” 

“I  congratulate  you  on  your  success.  How 

much  have  you  made?” 


“Well,  I’ve  made  about  $15,000  out  of  three 
deals,  and  I  received  a  present  of  $2,400  from 
the  lady  whose  wallet  I  found.” 

“Come  now,  Bob,  don’t  exaggerate.  How  much 
did  you  really  make?” 

“I’ve  told  you — $15,000,  plus  the  $2,400.” 

“Do  you  expect  me  to  believe  that?” 

“I  do,  if  you  have  any  regard  for  my  word.” 

“But  you  couldn’t  possibly  make  so  much  as 
that.” 

“Why  couldn’t  I?” 

“Because  the  sum  you  mentioned  is  a  small 
fortune.” 

*  “I’ve  made  it  just  the  same.” 

“Bob  Hazleton,  don’t  you  know  it’s  wicked  to 
tell  fibs?” 

“I’m  not  telling  any.” 

“It’s  a  fib  to  say  that  you  have  made  over 
$15,000  speculating.” 

“Not  when  it’s  the  truth.” 

“Since  you  persist  in  saying  you  have  made 
so  much  money  I  think  you  had  better  explain 
how  you  did  it.” 

“You  remember  the  day  of  the  fog,  when  I  lost 
your  umbrella,  and  had  a  sort  of  double  ad¬ 
venture  on  the  bay  after  finding  Mrs.  Wood’s 
wallet,  don’t  you?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  I  got  hold  of  a  gilt-edge  tip  on  a  cer¬ 
tain  stock  and  I  took  the  liberty  of  using  the 
$1,200  to  invest  in  the  stock  on  margin.” 

“You  did?  Why,  you  never  said  anything 
about  it  at  the  time.” 

“I  know  I  didn’t.  What  difference  does  that 
make?  I  nearly  lost  the  money  in  the  shuffle. 
In  fact  I  was  on  the  ragged  edge  when  I  dis¬ 
covered  that  Mrs.  Wood  owned  the  lost  wallet. 
I  was  sent  to  her  house  with  a  letter,  and  while 
there  I  returned  her  wallet  without  the  money, 
telling  her  what  I  had  done  with  the  cash.  Nat¬ 
urally  I  expected  she  would  be  mad,  and  send 
word  to  Mr.  Beard  about  it.  Instead  of  that  she 
loaned  me  an  additional  $1,200  to  save  myself. 
The  deal  then  went  through  all  right  and  I  made 
$2,400.  I  then  called  on  the  lady  and  returned 
her  the  $1,200  she  loaned  me.  She  gave  it  back 
to  me  as  a  present  because  she  had  used  my  tip 
and  had  made  $25,000  out  of  it.  A  few  days 
afterward  I  made  $400  on  another  deal.  That 
made  me  worth  about  $5,000.  With  that  money 
I  bought  1,000  shares  of  a  copper  stock.  The 
stock  went  up  twelve  points  in  two  weeks  and 
I  cleared  $12,000.  That’s  how  I  happen  to  be 
worth  $17,000.  I  hope  the  explanation  satisfies 
you.” 

The  explanation  took  his  sister’s  breath  away. 

“Is  this  true?”  she  asked. 

“As  true  as  I  am  your  brother.” 

“My  gracious,  what  a  fortunate  boy  you  are  I 
Have  you  told  mother?” 

“No,  but  I’m  going  to  right  away.” 

Bob  went  into  the  kitchen,  where  his  mother 
was  beginning  preparations  for  supper,  handed 
her  $150  and  told  her  how  much  he  was  ^worth 
and  how  he  made  the  money.  Naturally,  she 
wqs  astonished  and  could  hardly  believe  it  to  be 
true.  At  the  Supper  table  he  handed  the  news 
to  his  father.  Mr,  Hazleton  tYpnldn’t  believe  it 
at  first. 

“I  have  the  money  in  a  safe  deposit  box  down 
town,  and  if  you  want  to  see  it,  come  down  tow® 
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and  call  at  my  office.  I’ll  take  you  around  to  the 

vault.” 

Then  Bob  remembered  that  he  had  his  last 
statement  from  the  little  bank,  which  showed 
the  amount  of  $17,000  was  coming  to  him  at  the 
time  it  was  made  out,  and  he  handed  it  to  his 
father  to  look  over.  That  proved  his  story  to  be 
true  and  so  his  father  believed  it. 

“What  are  you  going  to  do  with  all  that  mon¬ 
ey?”  asked  Mr.  Hazelton. 

“Use  it  to  make  more.” 

“And  run  the  risk  of  losing  it.” 

“That  will  be  nobody’s  funeral  but  my  own.” 

“You  had  better  invest  it  in  stable  securities 
that  will  pay  you  interest  and  let  speculating 
alone.” 

“Your  advice  is  good  and  I  will  consider ‘it.” 

“You  are  worth  more  money  now  than  I  ever 
had  at  one  time  in  my  life,”  said  his  father. 

“I  suppose  I’m  luckier  than  you.  At  any  rate 
that  fog  proved  a  fortunate  thing  for  me.  It  put 
nearly  $5,000  in  my  pocket,  and  the  money 
enabled  me  to  make  the  balance.” 

Bob  now  found  himself  a  personage  of  con¬ 
siderable  importance  in  the  family.  His  mother 
and  sister  considered  him  as  a  particularly  smart 
boy,  and  his  financial  standing  made  them  look 
upon  him  with  great  respect.  Bob  was  careful 
to  say  nothing  at  the  office  about  his  success  in 
stocks.  He  did  not  want  Mr.  Beard  to  learn 
that  he  had  been  speculating. 

“Bob,”  said  the  broker,  about  noon  on  the  fol¬ 
lowing  Saturday,  “I’ve  got  something  for  you  to 
do  this  afternoon.” 

“All  right,  sir,”  replied  the  boy. 

“Here’s  a  package  of  bonds  I  want  you  to 
deliver  to  the  gentleman  whose  name  and  address 
are  on  it.” 

Bob  looked  at  the  writing,  which  ran  as  fol¬ 
lows:  “David  Foster,  Esq.,  Magnolia  Villa, 

Brookville,  N.  J.” 

“Here  is  $5  to  cover  your  expenses,”  said  Mr. 
Beard.  “You  had  better  start  now.  The  one- 
fifteen  train  over  the  Jersey  Central  road  will 
take  you  to  Brookville.  You  will  have  time 
enough  to  eat  your  lunch  before  you  start.  The 
gentleman  will  sign  the  enclosed  receipt  and  you 
will  turn  it  over  to  the  cashier  on  Monday  morn¬ 
ing.  That  is  all.” 

Bob  took  the  package,  put  on  his  hat  and  left 
the  office  with  his  week’s  pay  in  his  pocket.  He 
got  his  lunch,  crossed  the  river  and  boarded  the 
train  which  would  stop  at  Brookville.  Two  hours 
later  he  reached  his  destination  at  a  small  station 
on  the  outskirts  of  the  village. 

“Can  you  direct  me  to  Magnolia  Yilla  where 
Mr.  Foster  lives?”  Bob  asked  the  agent. 

“Yes.  The  place  is  about  a  mile  beyond  the 
village.  If  you  follow  that  street  yonder  to  the 
road  it  runs  into,  turn  to  your  right  and  walk 
about  a  mile  you  will  come  to  the  villa.  It  is 
on  the  right-hand  side.  The  name  is  on  the 
gate,  so  you  can’t  make  any  mistake.  Besides 
it  is  the  only  house  you  will  run  across  that  has 
a  cupola,”  replied  the  agent 

Bob  thanked  him,  and  satisfied  he  could  find 
the  villa  all  right  he  started  off  in  the  direction 
indicated.  Altogether  he  had  to  walk  a  mile  and 
a  half,  but  he  hid  not  mind  that.  When  he 
reached  the  villa  and  asked  for  Mr.  Foster  he 
was  ushered  into  a  cheerful  library  on  the 


ground  floor,  where  he  found  a  white-haired  old 
gentleman  reading.  Bob  handed  him  the  package 
and  told  him  the  receipt  he  was  to  sign  was  in¬ 
side,  so  Mr.  Foster  opened  it  and  finding  its 
contents  agreed  with  the  result  he  signed  the 
paper  and  handed  it  to  Bob. 

“Did  you  walk  from  the  station?”  said  the  old 
gentleman. 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“That  was  quite  a  walk  for  you.” 

“Oh,  no.  I’m  used  to  walking.  I’m  on  the 
run  every  day  from  about  half-past  nine  till 
half-past  three.  I  cover  a  good  many  miles  in 
the  course  of  a  week.” 

“You  look  pretty  healthy,  so  I  guess  it  agrees 
with  you,”  smiled  Mr.  Foster.  “There  is  no 
occasion  for  you  to  walk  back  to  the  station. 
I’ll  tell  my  gardener,  who  is  also  my  chauffeur, 
to  take  you  there  in  my  car.” 

“You  needn’t  go  to  that  trouble,  sir.  I’d  just 
as  soon  walk,  for  I  have  lots  of  time.  No  train 
stops  at  the  station  going  north  until  quarter- 
past  five,  and  it  is  only  quarter  of  four  now.” 

The  old  gentleman  rang  for  a  servant  and  told 
her  to  bring  some  wine  and  cake. 

“No  wine  for  me,  Mr.  Foster,”  said  Bob. 

The  old  gentleman  then  told  the  servant  to 
make  some  lemonade.  During  the  interval  Mr. 
Foster  asked  Bob  a  number  of  questions  about 
Wall  Street,  and  how  he  liked  his  work  there, 
all  of  which  the  boy  answered.  The  lemonade 
and  cake  appeared  and  Bob  helped  himself.  The 
old  gentleman  got  discoursing  upon  his  favorite 
subject,  books,  so  that  it  was  quarter  of  five  and 
getting  dark  when  Bob  got  up  to  go.  Mr.  Foster 
said  he  must  get  his  car  out  and  send  Bob  to  the 
station,  but  the  boy  wouldn’t  hear  of  him  doing 
it,  for  he  said  he  could  walk  twice  the  distance 
in  the  half  hour  he  had  to  make  the  station. 
Bob  started  off  at  a  lively  gait  and  had  gone 
about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  when  two  hard-looking 
men  suddenly  appeared  from  a  bunch  of  bushes 
and  called  him  to  sfop. 

“What  do  you  want?”  the  boy  asked,  not  lik¬ 
ing  the  looks  of  the  fellows. 

“Got  a  quarter  about  you  you  could  lend  us?” 
said  one  of  them,  blocking  the  boy’s  path. 

“No,  I  haven’t  any  money  for  tramps,”  re¬ 
torted  Bob. 

“Oh,  yer  haven’t,  eh,  we’ll  have  to  see,”  said 
the  man. 

Realizing  that  this  was  a  holdup,  Bob  made 
a  dash  to  pass  the  man  in  front  when  the  other 
flung  the  club  he  had  in  his  hand.  It  caught  the 
Wall  Street  boy  on  the  head  and  down  he  went 
in  the  road.  The  blow  was  a  hard  one  and  it 
dazed  Bob. 

The  men  jumped  on  him  and  went  through 
his  pockets,  taking  his  wages  and  the  money  he 
had  jto  pay  for  his  return  ticket.  They  dragged 
him  across  the  road  and  threw  him  into  the 
bushes.  Then  they  leaped  the  fence  and  cut 
across  a  field. 


CHAPTER  VI.— At  the  Road-house. 

Bob  crawled  out  of  the  bushes,  and  looking 
through  the  fence  saw  the  two  rascals  hoofing  it 
for  the  other  end  of  the  field.  His  head  was  sore 
and  he  felt  kind  of  sick,  but  he  was  too  plucky 
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to  let  the  chaps  get  away  with  his  money  with¬ 
out  making  an  effort  to  recover  it  despite  the 
odds  of  two  to  one.  He  clambered  over  the  fence 
and  started  after  them.  Had  they  looked  behind 
they  would  have  seen  him  coming,  but  they 
seemed  to  have  no  idea  of  pursuit  from  the  boy 
they  believed  they  had  knocked  out. 

The  sky  was  overcast  and  as  dusk  was  coming 
on,  the  air  wore  a  dingy  look.  The  field  had  been 
ploughed  and  that  made  walking  heavy.  The 
men  presently  disappeared  behind  a  bunch  of 
trees.  When  Bob  reached  the  trees  he  saw  the 
rascals  getting  over  a  fence  beyond.  They  were 
now  in  a  meadow  sprinkled  with  a  number  of 
trees.  Bob  followed,  keeping  a  tree  between  him 
and  the  men.  The  ground  sloped  toward  a  road 
that  Bob  saw  in  the  near  distance.  Reaching 
the  road  the  rascals  turned  to  the  left.  Bob  kept 
to  the  meadow  and  aimed  to  cut  them  off.  This 
he  could  have  done  if  the  men  had  followed  the 
road  straight  on.  Bob  saw  a  light  through  the 
trees  that  lined  the  road.  It  wasn’t  dark  yet  but 
it  would  be  pretty  soon.  The  two  men  crossed 
over  and  entered  the  yard  of  a  road-house,  from 
one  of  the  windows  of  which  the  light  shone. 
Bob  stopped  at  the  fence  and  watched  them  enter 
an  out-house.  He  got  over  the  fence,  crossed 
the  road  and  entered  the  yard.  Reaching  the 
door  of  the  outhouse  he  looked  in.  One  of  the 
men  had  lighted  a  lantern  and  the  other  was 
counting  out  their  booty  in  two  piles  on  a  bench. 

“Six  dollars  and  thirty-five  cents  apiece,”  said 
the  fellow  who  was  making  the  division. 

“Is  that  all?  I  thought  there  was  more,” 
said  the  other. 

“That’s  all,”  was  the  reply. 

“Sure  you  ain’t  holdin’  out  a  dollar  or  two?” 

“Me?  What  would  I  do  that  for?” 

“To  get  the  biggest  share,  of  course.” 

“Did  you  ever  know  me  to  try  to  skin  you?” 

“No,  because  I  ain’t  given  yer  much  chance  to,” 
said  the  other,  picking  up  his  share. 

“I  wonder  who  the  kid  w^s?  He  looked  like  a 
stranger.” 

“So  much  the  better.  He  ain’t  likely  to  give  us 
any  trouble.” 

“He’ll  probably  report  the  holdup  in  the  vil¬ 
lage  when  he  gets  there  and  then  maybe  the 
constable  will  be  over  this  way  lookin’  for  us.” 

“What  do  we  care  for  the  constable?  The  kid 
will  have  a  sweet  time  provin’  we  took  his  money. 
Our  word  is  as  good  as  his.” 

“And  Jim  will  swear  we  was  in  the  house 
helpin’  him  when  the  boy  says  he  was  robbed. 
That’s  as  good  an  alibi  as  we  want.” 

“Sure  it  is.  Come  on,  let’s  go  in.  Supper 
must  be  nearly  ready.” 

Bob  was  about  to  make  a  dash  at  them  with  a 
stick  he  had  picked  up  when  he  was  seized  from 
behind  by  somebody  who  said: 

“What  are  you  spying  around  here  for,  young 
fellow?” 

“The  two  rascals  in  the  outhouse  turned 
around  and  looked. 

“Is  that  you,  Jim?”  asked  one. 

“Yes,  it’s  me,”  was  the  reply.  “Bring  the  light 
and  let’s  see  who  this  chap  is.  I  just  caught  him 
nosing  around  the  door  here.” 

The  light  was  flashed  in  Bob’s  face.  The  men 
who  had  robbed  him  recognized  their  victim  and 


were  somewhat  surprised  to  find  he  had  fol¬ 
lowed  them. 

“Come  now,  give  an  account  of  yourself,  young 
fellow,”  said  Jim. 

“These  two  men  robbed  me  on  the  road  across 
the  fields  that  goes  to  the  village  and  the  station, 
and  I  followed  them  to  get  my  money  back,”  re¬ 
plied  Bob. 

“Haw,  haw,  haw!”  laughed  one  of  the  thieves. 
“I  guess  you’re  daffy.  If  you’ve  been  robbed  it 
was  somebody  else  took  your  dough.” 

“No,  it  wasn’t.  It  was  you  two.  I  didn’t  lose 
sight  of  you  and  followed  you  right  here.  You 
want  to  hand  my  money  back.” 

“Well,  what  do  yer  think  of  that  for  nerve, 
Jim,”  said  the  man  with  the  lantern.  “Accusin' 
two  honest  men  like  us  of  takin’  his  money.  Just 
as  if  we’d  do  such  a  thing.” 

“All,  right,”  said  Bob.  “I’ll  see  about  it  when 
I  get  to  the  village.  I’ve  lost  my  train  through 
you  chaps  and  have  two  hours  to  attend  to  you 
fellows.  I’ll  see  whether  I  can  get  justice  or 
not.” 

“Goin’  to  report  us  to  the  constable,  I  s’pose? 
You  want  to  make  trouble  for  us,  eh?  I  reckon 
we’d  better  hold  on  to  you  till  you  cool  down. 
Get  a  piece  of  rope,  Bill,  and  we’ll  tie  this  young 
rooster  up  till  bimeby,  and  then  we’ll  take  him 
off  somewhere  and  let  him  find  his  way  home. 
He’s  too  cocky  altogether  for  his  shoes.  Needs 
a  trimmin’  to  put  some  sense  in  his  bean.” 

“Look  here,  are  you  going  to  let  th^se  men  do 
me  up?”  said  Bob  to  Jim,  surmising  that  he 
was  connected  with  the  roadhouse,  perhaps  the 
proprietor. 

“You  haven’t  any  right  to  be  hanging  around 
this  place.  How  do  I  know  but  you’re  a  young 
thief,”  said  Jim. 

“I’ve  explained  why  I  am  here.” 

“Your  explanation  doesn’t  hold  water.  These 
men  wouldn’t  rob  you.  They  work  for  me  and 
I  wouldn’t  have  anybody  around  that  wasn’t 
honest.” 

“I  guess  you  don’t  know  them  then.” 

The  two  thieves  laughed  as  if  they  thought 
that  a  good  joke.  Then  one  of  them  grabbed 
the  boy  and  tied  his  arms  behind  him.  The 
two  then  dragged  him  over  to  a  corner  and  tied 
him  to  the  end  of  the  bench. 

“I  guess  he’ll  stay  there  till  we  come  back,” 
said  the  man  named  Bill.  “Come  on  to  supper, 
Dave.” 

They  walked  out  of  the  outhouse  and  Bob  felt 
he  was  in  a  -bad  fix.  He  regretted  that  he  had 
not  accepted  Mr.  Foster’s  offer  to  send  him  to 
the  station  in  his  car.  However,  there  was  no 
use  crying  over  spilled  milk.  He  was  worse  off 
than  if  he  had  not  followed  the  two  rascals. 
Still  now  that  he  knew  they  were  connected  with 
the  roadhouse,  he  intended  to  make  things  hot 
for  them  when  he  got  away.  The  question  that 
bothered  him  was  whether  he  would  be  able  to 
prove  the  robbery  against  them.  It  looked  rather 
doubtful,  as  his  accusation  lacked  corroboration. 
They  would  both  swear  that  they  hadn’t  taken 
a  cent  from  him.  And  they  could  rely  on  the 
other  man,  who  appeared  to  be  the  proprietor 
of  the  roadhouse,  to  help  them  out.  The  most 
important  thing  at  present  was  to  get  away. 
That  was  easier  decided  on  then  executed. 
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Bab  pulled  and  yanked  at  his  bonds  but  with¬ 
out  any  great  degree  of  success.  It  looked  as 
if  he  was  doomed  to  stay  tied  until  released  by 
his  enemies.  While  he  was  working  away  he 
heard  an  automobile  come  along  the  road.  It 
stopped  in  front  of  the  roadhouse.  The  ma¬ 
chine  chugged  away  for  a  while  and  then  stop¬ 
ped.  About  this  time  one  of  the  ropes  gave 
way  enough  for  Bob  to  get  his  hand  out.  The 
rest  was  easy  for  he  had  a  knife  in  his  pocket, 
and  all  he  had  to  do  was  to  get  it  out  and  sever 
the  rope  that  held  him  to  the  bench.  .  He  left 
the  outhouse.  The  darkness  of  the  night  favored 
him.  He  walked  toward  the  road.  The  public 
room  was  lighted  up  by  lamps.  At  a  table  be¬ 
side  one  of  the  side  windows  sat  two  well-dressed 
men  smoking  and  talking.  The  man  Jim  was 
placing  a  cocktail  before  each.  Bob  recognized 
one  of  the  visitors  as  a  Wall  Street  broker  he 
knew  by  sight.  The  other  man  he  had  never 
seen  before.  The  two  men  who  had  robbed  him 
were  not  in  sight. 

Bob  decided  to  wait  around  until  the  visitors 
left  the  roadhouse  and  then  ask  them  for  a 
ride  as  far  as  the  village,  if  they  were  going 
that  way.  He  stood  by  the  window  looking  in¬ 
to  the  room.  The  gentlemen  drank  their  cock¬ 
tails.  In  a  few  minutes  they  began  to  act  kind 
of  queer,  so  Bob  thought  as  he  watched  them. 
They  swayed  in  their  chairs  and  finally  sprawled 
across  the  table.  After  that  they  made  no  fur¬ 
ther  movement.  Bob  was  astonished  at  their 
actions,  and  his  first  idea  was  that  they  had 
drank  too  much,  the  last  cocktail  giving  them  the 
finishing  touch.  What  followed  opened  his  eyes 
to  the  fact  that  they  were  drugged.  The  land¬ 
lord  went  to  the  back  door  of  the  room  and  called 
to  some  one.  Immediately  the  men  who  had  rob¬ 
bed  Bob  entered  the  room.  One  went  to  the 
front  door  and  stood  there,  a3  if  on  watch.  The 
other  one,  with  the  landlord,  approached  the  two 
visitors. 

Straightening  them  up  in  their  chairs  they 
dexterously  stripped  them  of  their  pocketbooks, 
watches  and  chains,  diamond  pins,  and  other  ar¬ 
ticles  of  value.  Everything  was  dropped  into  a 
small  handbag  which  stood  open  on  the  table. 
Then,  taking  one  of  the  men  between  them  they 
carried  him  out  and  placed  him  in  the  auto.  In 
a  few  minutes  they  returned  for  the  other.  Then 
it  was  that  Bob  determined  to  trick  the  rascals. 
H©  saw  that  the  window  was  down  a  few  inches 
at  the  top.  Inserting  his  knife  under  the  lower 
sash  he  raised  it  far  enough  to  get  his  fingers 
under  it.  It  was  now  easy  to  push  up  the  sash. 
Pulling  himself  up  across  the  sill  he  reached 
for  the  open  bag  and  drew  it  toward  him.  Snap¬ 
ping  it  shut,  he  pulled  down  the  sash,  jumped 
down  and  glided  toward  the  road  where  he  heard 
the  auto  chugging  away,  one  of  the  men  having 
cranked  it.  Off  went  the  car  with  one  of 
the  rascals  acting  as  chauffeur,  the  two  gentle¬ 
men  leaning  against  each  other  on  the  back  seat. 

The  landlord  and  the  other  rascal  returned 
to  the  public  room  to  count  their  booty  and  then 
hide  it.  Bob  did  not  wait  to  chuckle  over  their 
surprise  when  they  found  that  the  bag  had  dis¬ 
appeared  mysteriously,  but  took  the  road  after 
the  car,  not  knowing' whether  it  would  take  him 
to  the  village  or  away  from  it. 


CHAPTER  VII.— Bob  Saves  Two  Lives. 

Bob  made  his  way  along  at  a  rapid  pace.  As 
he  walked  he  wondered  where  the  road-house 
rascal  was  taking  the  two  visitors  who  had  been 
cleaned  out  of  their  money  and  other  valuables. 
He  decided  that  as  far  as  he  was  concerned  he 
would  have  to  let  his  $12.70  go  as  he  did  not  be¬ 
lieve  he  could  prove  the  robbery  against  the  two 
men.  He  felt  good  because  he  had  turned  the 
tables  on  the  three  scoundrels  and  got  away  wjth 
their  plunder,  which  he  felt  he  would  have  no 
great  difficulty  in  restoring  to  the  rightful  own¬ 
ers  since  he  knew  them  by  sight.  Doubtless 
they  would  reward  him  for  saving  their  property 
so  he  would  lose  nothing  in  the  long  run.  The 
road  did  not  go  near  the  vilage,  but  crossed  the 
railroad  tracks  and  went  on.  Bob  had  covered 
half  the  distance  from  the  road-house  to  the 
railroad  when  he  suddenly  saw  a  figure  ap¬ 
proaching  in  the  darkness. 

Not  caring  to  take  any  chances  with  the  bag, 
he  glided  into  the  bushes.  Whether  the  man 
saw  him  or  not  he  did  not  stop.  Bob  waited 
till  he  disappeared  along  the  road  and  resumed 
his  way.  He  had  an  idea  it  was  the  rascal  who 
had  gone  off  in  the  car.  He  had  left  the  auto 
somewhere  along  the  road,  the  boy  thought.  Ten 
minutes  later  he  reached  the  railroad,  and  there 
he  saw  the  car  standing  on  the  north-bound  track 
with  the  unconscious  gentlemen  in  it. 

“Good  Lord!  the  scoundrel  has  left  the  car  to 
be  struck  by  the  first  train  that  comes  along  on 
that  track,”  cried  Bob,  rather  staggered  by  the 
heartless  piece  of  rascality.  “That’s  the  way  he 
figured  on  wiping  out  any  comeback  on  the  part 
of  their  victims.  The  smashing  of  the  car  and 
the  death  of  the  gentlemen  would  look  like  an 
accident  at  the  railroad  crossing,  and  so  sus¬ 
picion  would  never  attach  to  the  road-house 
crooks.  They  are  worse  than  I  took  them  to  be. 
I  wonder  what  they  intended  doing  to  me?” 

At  that  moment  Bob  heard  the  whistle  of  a 
coming  train  along  the  track.  This  train  was 
an  express  that  did  not  stop  at  the*  village  sta¬ 
tion,  a  mile  below  the  crossing.  The  whistle  was 
blown  as  the  train  approached  the  station.  In¬ 
side  of  a  minute  and  a  half  it  would  be  up  to 
the  crossing,  therefore  no  time  was  to  be  lost 
if  Bob  hoped  to  save  the  gentlemen  and  the 
car  from  annihilation.  As  the  boy  could  hardly 
hope  to  pull  the  men  out  of  the  car  in  time  to 
save  both  of  them,  he  decided  to  crank  the  ma¬ 
chine,  and  take  the  personal  risk  of  driving  the 
car  across  the  rails.  Fortunately  one  turn  of 
the  crack  started  the  engine.  Then  Bob  sprang 
in  with  the  bag,  released  the  brake  and  put  on 
the  power.  While  doing  this  he  saw  the  head¬ 
light  of  the  locomotive  come  in  sight  around  an 
easy  curve  a  short  distance  away.  The  glare 
illuminated  the  car,  and  the  wideawake  engineer 
immediately  whistled  down  brakes  and  reversed, 
opening  the  sand-sprinkler.  As  the  train  was 
running  at  a  fifty-mile-an-hour  clip,  it  could  not 
be  stopped  short  of  the  crossing,  but  its  progress 
might  be  delayed  a  few  seconds. 

Since  every  second  counted  in  a  case  of  this 
kind,  a  tragedy  might  be  avoided  by -the  engine 
driver’s  promptness  in  acting.  Bob’s  spryness, 
more  than  anything  else,  won  the  day,  and  the 
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car  shot  clear  of  the  track  ten  seconds  before 
the  locomotive  crossed  the  spot  where  it  had 
been  standing.  The  engineer,  seeing  that  all  was 
right,  whistled  off  brakes,  and  put  the  locomotive 
on  its  gait  again,  the  train  dashing  on  its  way 
with  a  rush  and  a  roar  that  soon  carried  it 
out  of  sight.  Bob  stopped  the  car  to  consider 
what  he  should  do.  He  had  no  idea  where  the 
road  led  to.  Apparently  it  did  not  go  toward 
the  village  of  Brookville,  but  away  from  it. 
As  far  as  he  could  see,  he  would  have  to  keep 
on.  He  hoped  it  would  take  him  into  one  of  the 
main  roads  running  north.  So  he  started  up 
again  and  proceeded.  A  run  of  six  miles  brought 
him  into  a  small  town.  He  decided  to  stop  there, 
and  inquired  the  way  to  the  best  hotel. 

Reaching  the  hotel  he  stopped  jn  front  of  it, 
and,  taking  the  bag  with  him,  entered  and  ex¬ 
plained  matters  to  the  night  clerk.  A  couple 
of  porters  were  called,  and  the  unconscious  men 
fetched  into  the  public  room,  where  their  con¬ 
dition  immediately  attracted  attention.  A  doc¬ 
tor  was  sent  for  to  attend  to  them.  He  arrived 
in  a  short  time,  and  it  only  took  him  a  few 
minutes  to  pronounce  them  under  the  influence 
of  a  drug.  He  said  it  would  have  to  take  its 
course,  and  advised  that  the  men  be  taken  to 
a  room  and  laid  on  the  bed  to  recover.  This 
was  done  and  the  car  taken  into  the  yard.  Bob 
then  registered  himself  and  was  given  a  room, 
to  which  he  immediately  repaired  with  the  bag. 
Hiding  the  bag  under  the  bed,  he  took  a  wash, 
and  then,  as  the  hotel  dining-room  was  closed, 
he  went  to  a  restaurant  to  get  his  supper.  In 
order  to  pay  his  expenses  he  had  to  take  a  bill 
from  the  money  in  the  bag. 

After  eating  he  found  his  way  to  the  station- 
house  and  told  his  story  to  the  police.  The  officer 
in  charge  decided  to  send  a  posse  to  arrest  the 
people  at  the  road-house,  and  Bob  was  directed 
to  accompany  the  expedition.  The  police  auto 
was  brought  around,  and  the  party  proceeded 
to  the  hotel  and  pressed  the  other  car  into  serv¬ 
ice.  Both  machines  then  started  for  the  road¬ 
house  at  a  hot  clip.  When  they  stopped  in  front 
of  the  house,  two  of  the  officers  went  into  the 
yard,  while  the  other  two,  with  Bob,  entered 
through  the  front  door.  The  proprietor  was  be¬ 
hind  the  bar,  and  there  were  nearly  a  dozen' 
farmers  and  farmhands  seated  at  the  tables 
smoking  and  drinking.  One  of  the  two  men  who 
robbed  Bob  was  acting  as  a  waiter.  Bob  pointed 
him  and  the  proprietor  out  to  the  officers,  and 
they  were  at  once  put  under  arrest,  despite  their 
^protests.  A  search  for  the  other  man  was  made, 
'and  he  was  found  upstairs.  The  proprietor’s 
wife,  who  was  found  in  her  room,  was  told  to 
look  after  .the  place,  as  the  prisoners  were  to 
be  carried  to  the  town  and  locked  up.  Until 
they  reached  the  station-house  the  rascals  sup¬ 
posed  that  Bob  had  brought  the  complaint 
against  them  on  his  own  account.  Then  they 
discovered  that  the  chief  charge  against  them 
was  the  robbery  of  the  two  gentlemen  after 
drugging  them. 

The  man  Bill  was  further  accused  of  leaving 
the  car  with  their  victims  on  the  railroad  track 
to  be  struck  by  the  express.  They  put  up.  a 
bold  front,  however,  and  declared  they  were  in¬ 
nocent.  After  their  pedigrees  were  taken  down 
they  were  sent  to  pass  the  night  in  cells.  Bob 


returned  to  the  hotel  and  went  to  bed,  after 
learning  that  the  two  gentlemen  were  still  under 
he  influence  of  the  drug.  Towards  morning  they 
recovered  in  a  strange  room,  lying  on  a  bed 
with  their  clothes  on.  Their  last  recollection 
was  being  in  the  public  room  of  the  road-house. 
It  didn’t  take  them  long  to  discover  that  their 
money  and  other  valuables  were  gone,  so  it  was 
plain  to  them  that  they  had  been  cleaned  out. 
As  they  had  no  remembrance  of  such  treat¬ 
ment,  they  judged  that  they  had  been  given 
drugged  liquor  at  the  road-house  and  then  rob¬ 
bed. 

“This  is  a  pretty  state  of  affairs,”  said  one  of 
them,  by  name  George-  Curtis.  “I  wonder  if  this 
room  is  upstairs  in  the  roadhouse?” 

“I  wouldn’t  be  surprised,”  replied  his  com¬ 
panion,  whose  name  was  Ashley. 

“We’d  better  make  an  effort  to  get  away  and 
reach  the  village  of  Brookville,  which  is  about  a 
mile  away,  and  notify  the  police  of  the  outrage. 
We’ll  have  to  walk,  no  doubt,  for  those  rascals 
have  most  likely  locked  the  car  in  the  out-house.” 

“Let  us  start  at  once.” 

“May  be  we  are  locked  in  and  can’t  get  away,” 
said  Curtis. 

On  trying  the  door  they  found  it  was  not 
lotted. 

“This  isn’t  the  roadhouse,”  said  Curtis.  “There 
was  no  electric  lights  in  that  place.  The  public 
room  we  drank  in  was  lighted  by  lamps.” 

“That’s  right,”  nodded  his  friend.  “The  ras¬ 
cals  must  have  brought  us  to  this  place  to  get 
us  out  of  the  way.” 

They  walked  downstairs  and  entered  the  pub¬ 
lic  corridor  of  the  hotel.  The  night  clerk  recog¬ 
nized  them. 

“So  you  gentlemen  have  recovered  from  the 
dope  you  got?”  he  said. 

“How  came  we  to  be  in  this  hotel?”  said  Broker 
Curtis. 

“You  were  brought  here  in  your. own  car  by  a 
young  man  who  says  he  found  your  machine, 
with  you  two  in  it,  standing  on  the  railroad 
track  at  the  crossing  five  miles  from  here.  As 
an  express  was  coming  along,  he  had  to  hustle 
to  save  your  lives,”  replied  the  clerk. 

This  piece  of  news  rather  staggered  the  gen¬ 
tlemen. 

“The  last  thing  we  remember  was  stopping 
at  a  road-house  and  taking  a  couple  of  drinks 
there.  What  is  the  name  of  this  place?” 

“Dashtown.” 

“And  it’s  five  miles  from  the  railroad?” 

“Yes.” 

“Who  is  the  young  man  who  claims  to  have 
saved  our  lives?” 

“His  name  is  Robert  Hazelton.  He  is  stopping 
here  to-night.  He’s  from  New  York.  Told  me 
that  he  works  in  Wall  Street  and  was  sent  down 
to  Brookville  yesterday  afternoon  to  deliver  a 
package.  He  was  on  his  way  to  the  station  to 
catch  the  5.20  train  when  he  was  held  up  by  a 
couple  of  rascals  in  the  road  and  cleaned  out 
of  all  his  money.  He  followed  the  fellows  to 
the  road-house  just  before  you  two  got  there  in 
your  car.  He  saw  what  happened  to  you,  and 
how  after  you  were  robbed  one  of  the  men  car¬ 
ried  you  off  toward  the  railroad  in  your  car. 
He  followed  with  the  intention  of  reporting  mat¬ 
ters  to  the  Brookville  police.  When  he  reached 
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the  Jersey  Central  tracks  he  saw  a  car  standing 
across  the  north-bound  track.  He  saw  you  gen¬ 
tlemen  in  it,  unconscious.  Then  he  heard  the 
whistle  of  an  express  coming,  and  he  had  just 
time  to  crank  the  machine  and  start  it  across  the 
tracks  when  the  train  went  by.  He  said  you 
had  a  narrow  squeak  for  your  lives.” 

“We  must  see  the  young  man  in  the  morning. 
What  time  is  it  now?” 

“Three  o'clock.” 

“Can  you  direct  us  to  the  station-house  in  this 
town?” 

“Yes,  but  there  is  no  need  of  you  going  there. 
The  young  man  went  there  and  reported  the 
affair  and  the  police  went  to  the  road-house  and 
pinched  the  three  rascals.  They  are  in  jail  now.” 

“Good,”  said  Curtis.  “Then  there  is  nothing 
for  us  to  do  but  turn  in  for  the  rest  of  the 
night.  We  have  to  pay  our  bill,  but  we  are  both 
responsible  New  Yorkers,  and  I  will  send  you 
the  amount  of  your  bill.  There  is  my  business 
card,”  tossing  a  card  on  the  counter. 

“That's  all  right,”  said  the  clerk,  looking  at 
the  card  which  showed  that  the  gentleman  was 
a  Wall  Street  broker.  “You  might  as  well  regis¬ 
ter  while  you  are  about  it,  and  in  the  morning 
after  breakfast  you  can  see  the  proprietor.” 

The  gentlemen  registered  and  the  clerk  marked 
the  room  after  their  names.  Then  they  went  up¬ 
stairs  and  turned  in  for  the  rest  of  the  night. 

Bob  came  down  about  eight  and  went  in  to 
breakfast,  after  sending  a  telegram  to  his  folks 
stating  where  he  was.  Then  he  went  to  his 
room  and  secured  the  plunder  belonging  to  the 
gentlemen.  In  one  of  the  wallets  he  found  a 
card  stating  0.  &  B.  was  to  be  bought  by  a 
syndicate  the  following  Monday.  Bob  felt  sure 
he  had  secured  a  good  tip.  When  he  came  down¬ 
stairs  he  saw  the  two  gentlemen  sitting  on  the 
piazza  and  introduced  himself.  Bob  explained 
matters  and  went  back  upstairs  and  brought 
down  their  property  and  gave  it  to  them.  The 
men  were  profuse  in  their  thanks  both  for  sav¬ 
ing  their  lives  and  property. 

In  a  short  time  a  policeman  came  for  them 
and  conducted  them  to  court  to  be  present  at 
the  trial  of  the  prisoners.  The  thieves  were 
eventually  sent  to  prison  for  ten  years  each. 
The  brokers  took  Bob  to  New  York  in  their  car. 
The  next  day  Mr.  Curtis  called  on  Bob  and  pre¬ 
sented  him  with  a  gold  watch  and  chain  and 
a  pair  of  diamond  cuff  buttons.  On  Thursday 
Bob  bought  1,500  shares  of  O.  &  B.  He  also 
called  on  Mrs.  Wood  and  handed  her  the  tip. 
O.  &  B.  soon  was  on  the  jump  and  when  it 
reached  105  he  sold  out  and  made  $20,000.  Mrs. 
Wood  clear  $13,000  on  her  deal.  Now  tnat 
he  had  $40,000  in  cash  Bob  decided  to  go  in  busi¬ 
ness  on  his  own  account.  So  he  tendered  his 
resignation  to  Mr.  Beard  and  hired  an  office.  He 
had  cards  printed  and  sent  one  each  to  Mr. 
Beard  and  Mrs.  Wood.  Both  were  amazed  at 
his  pluck  and  Mrs.  Wood  made  up  her  mind  to 
help  him  all  she  could.  He  also  sent  a  card  to 
Mr.  Curtis,  who  called  on  him  and  told  him  to 
call  on  him  if  he  needed  his  services. 

Billy  Burton  also  called  on  him  and  was  sur- 
rised  at  his  friend’s  starting  in  for  himself, 
ut  Bob  did  not  tell  him  how  he  was  situated  as 
regards  money.  One  day  the  following  week 
Abe  Singleton  met  Bob  on  the  street  and  in  his 


usual  grouchy  manner  gave  him  a  note  to  hand 
to  his  boss.  But  when  Bob  informed  him  he  was 
not  connected  with  Mr.  Beard  any  longer  but 
was  in  for  himself  Singleton  snatched  the  note 
from  Bob  and  walked  away  without  saying  a 
word.  Bob  heard  that  Southern  Railway  was 
about  to  boom,  and  later  Mrs.  Wood  came  in 
and  ordered  him  to  buy  2,000  shares  for  her. 
Bob  did  so  and  went  in  heavily  himself  in  that 
stock  through  Mr.  Curtis.  The  stock  went  up 
to  120  and  Mrs.  Wood  made  $68,000  and  Bob 
$25,000.  Bob  now  had  a  circular  printed  which 
he  sent  to  out-of-town  people  advising  them  what 
stocks  to  invest  in.  He  got  quite  a  number  of 
replies  and  several  orders  for  stock. 


CHAPTER  VIII.— A  Corner  In  Money. 

A  few  days  after  that  Bob  noticed  that  D.  & 
C.  was  rising,  so  he  called  on  Mr.  Beard  and 
bought  1,000  shares  at  93  on  margin.  The 
broker  took  the  order,  .and  thinking  that  the 
boy  had  got  another  tip,  he  bought  5,000  hnnself. 
In  a  day  or  two  Bob  dropped  in  on 'Curtis  and 
told  him  what  he  had  bought. 

“Get  out  of  it  as  quick  as  you  can,”  said 
Curtis. 

“Why  so?  It's  going  up.” 

“A  syndicate  is  forcing  the  price  as  a  blind. 
You  would  have  done  better  to  have  sold  short.” 

“I  can  do  that  now  if  you  say  so.” 

“Give  me  an  order  to  sell  two  or  three  thou¬ 
sand.  You’ll  win.” 

“I  haven’t  the  money  to  deposit  with  me,  but 
I’ll  fetch  it  around  in  fifteen  minutes.” 

“All  right.  Sign  that  order  and  get  the 
money.” 

On  his  way  to  the  deposit  vault  Bob  dropped 
in  at  Beard’s  office  and  told  the  caslrer  to  sell 
his  1,000  shares  right  away.  D.  &  C.  was  up 
to  95  then,  and  he  hoped  to  make  $2,0'  0  out  of 
the  deal.  .  Before  his  order  reached  Mr.  Beard 
the  stock  started  on  a  quick  slump,  and  he  was 
sold  out  at  92,  losing  $1,000.  The  broker  him¬ 
self  lost  $5,000,  and  kicked  himself  for  following 
Bob’s  lead.  The  price  dropped  to  85,  at  which 
point  Curtis  bought  in  3,000  for  the  boy.  and 
several  thousand  for  himself.  Bob  made  $21,000 
by  the  slump,  less  the  $1,000  he  was  out  through 
his  first  deal.  When  he  got  his  money  he  was 
worth  $85,000  in  cash.  Bob  got  a  couple  of  more 
orders  from  correspondents,  one  of  whom  sent 
him  $1,000  to  secure  the  purchase  of  100  shares 
of  L.  &  D.  In  both  cases  the  customers  won, 
and  Bob  began  to  wonder  if  his  luck  extended 
to  the  people  who  did  business  through  him. 
During  his  first  six  weeks  as  his  own  boss  he 
had  cleared  $45,000,  and  about  $300  in  commis¬ 
sions. 

k  T  guess  I  made  no  mistake  in  leaving  Mr. 
Beard,”  he  thought.  “If  my  luck  keeps  on  I’ll 
soon  be  worth  $100,000.” 

Two  days  later  he  got  a  letter  from  a  corres¬ 
pondent  to  whom  he  had  twice  sent  information 
about  stocks.  This  time  the  man  sent  him  $1,000 
and  an  order  to  buy  100  shares  of  Texas  Central 
on  margin.  Now,  Bob  didn’t  think  much  of 
Texas  Central.  The  record  of  the  road  was  not 
very  good,  and  it  was  not  recognized  as  a  profit- 
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able  stock  to  speculate  with.  Bob  felt  bound, 
however^  to  carry  out  the  orders  of  his  cus¬ 
tomer.  He  went  around  to  Broker  Curtis  and 
showed  him  the  order. 

“I  wonder  how  he  came  to  pick  that  stock 
out?”  said  Bob.  “I  don’t*  see  anything  in  it  for 
him.” 

“That  need  not  worry  you  any.  The  man  orders 
you  to  buy  100  shares  of  it.  If  he  loses  money 
on  it  that  is  his  funeral,”  said  Curtis. 

“I  know,  but  I  want  my  customers  to  win. 
Then  they’ll  probably  continue  to  trade  through 
me.  If  they  lose,  I  am  likely  to  lose  them.”  . 

“You  can’t  help  that.  You  have  got  to  follow 
orders.  I  suppose  you  want  me  to  fill  that  order 
for  you?” 

“Yes.  Go  ahead  and  do  it.” 

Two  days  later  Texas  Central  began  falling. 
Bob  fold  Curtis  to  sell  it  out.  He  did  this  on 
his  own  responsibility  to  save  his  customer  from 
some  of  the  loss.  During  that  day  the  stock 
dropped  eleven  points  altogether,  which  would 
have  wiped  his  customer  out  of  his  $1,000  de¬ 
posit  had  Bob  not  sold.  As  it  was,  the  man  was 
only  $200  out.  A  good  many  brokers  would  have 
reported  the  customer  closed  out  and  in  debt  to 
the  firm,  even  if  they  had  acted  as  Bob  had 
done,  and  have  pocketed  the  $800.  He  was  half 
through  with  the  letter  when  the  door  opened 
and  a  big  man  came  in. 

“How  do  you  do?”  he  said.  “Is  Mr.  Hazelton 
in?” 

“That’s  my  name,”  replied  Bob. 

“You  are  his  son,  perhaps?” 

“No,  sir.  I  am  Robert  Hazelton,  and  this  is 
my  office.” 

The  man  stared  at  him. 

“Why,  you’re  only  a  boy.” 

“I  can’t  deny  that,  sir.” 

“And  you  claim  to  be  a  broker?” 

“That’s  my  business.  What  can  I  do  for  you?” 

“My  name  is  Thompson.  I  saw  your  adver¬ 
tisement  in  a  paper  I  take  up  at  my  home  in 
Chemung,  and  I  sent  you  a  bank  draft  for 
$1,000,  with  an  order  to  buy  me  100  shares  of 
Texas  Central.  I  got  a  letter  from  you  saying 
that  you  bought  the  stock.  Well,  I  see  there’s 
been  a  slump  in  the  price,  so  I  suppose  I  have 
lost  my  $1,000.” 

“You  would  have  lost  it  if  I  had  not  sold  out 
when  I  saw  the  stock  dropping.  I  had  no 
right  to  do  it,  but  I  wanted  to  save  as  much  of 
your  money  as  I  could.  My  principle  is  to  work 
for  the  interests  of  my  customers.  I  thought 
you  had  picked  out  a  mighty  poor  stock  to  spec¬ 
ulate  in,  and  had  you  called  on  me  in  person  I 
would  have  advised  you  to  try  something  else. 
Most  brokers  would  not  have  taken  any  special 
interest  in  your  affairs  unless  you  had  furnish¬ 
ed  them  with  special  instructions.  I  did  the 
best  I  could  for  you,  so  you  are  not  as  bad  off 
as  you  might  have  been.” 

“Then  there  is  something  coming  to  me?” 

“There  is.” 

“How  much.” 

“Eight  hundred  dollars.” 

“Young  man,  I  guess  you  are  smarter  than  I 
had  any  idea  you  were  when  I  came  in  and  look¬ 
ed  at  you.  How  is  it  that  you  do  not  report  me 
sold  out  at  the  lowest  quotation  and  pocket  the 
E80Q?” 


“Because  I  don’t  do  business  that  way.  It 
isn’t  an  honest  way.  That  is  a  bucketshop 
method.  I  am  in  business  to  make  a  reputation 
for  square  dealing.  I  was  just  writing  to  you 
about  your  deal.  Here  is  your  statement.  It 
shows  that  you  have  lost  $200.  I  am  ready  to 
hand  you  the  rest,  less  my  commission  of  $25.” 

“Young  man,  I  have  speculated  off  and  on 
for  several  years,  and  I  am  bound  to  say  that 
I  did  not  expect  to  recover  a  dollar.  I’ll  take 
the  $775,  and  then,  perhaps,  you’ll  suggest  some¬ 
thing  I  can  recoup  my  loss  in.” 

Bob  handed  him  the  money  and  took  his  receipt 
for  it. 

“I  can  suggest  several  stocks,  but  I  assume 
no  responsibility  if  they  fail  to  win.  I  have  no 
control  over  the  market.” 

Among  others  Bob  mentioned  D.  &  G.,  and  the 
man  told  him  to  buy  1000  shares  of  it  for  his 
account,  handing  him  $1,000  to  cover  the  mar¬ 
gin.  Thompson  remained  for  about  an  hour,  and 
then  went  away  feeling  better  than  when  he 
came  in.  During  the  last  week  in  May  Mrs. 
Wood  called  again  and  told  Bob  to  buy  3,000 
shares  of  Iron  Mountain  Short  Line  for  her 
account  on  margin.  It  was  a  gilt-edge  stock  and 
ruled  around  125.  She  told  the  young  specula¬ 
tor  that  she  had  been  tipped  off  to  a  prospective 
rise  of  ten  points,  and  she  told  him  to  sell  her 
shares  when  it  reached  that  price,  if  it  did.  If 
it  did  not  reach  135,  and  showed  signs  of  weak¬ 
ness,  she  authorized  him  to  sell  at  the  best 
figure  he  could  get. 

Bob  placed  her  order  with  Curtis,  and  handed 
an  order  to  Mr.  Beard  for  3,000  on  his  own  ac¬ 
count.  Iron  Mountain  went  to  135  in  the  first 
week  in  June,  and  Bob  ordered  Curtis  and  Beard 
to  sell  the  stock.  Mrs.  Wood  made  $30,000,  and 
Bob  a  like  amount.  It  was  about  this  time  that 
a  big  trust  company  uptown  suspended  payment* 
and  two  or  three  other  banks  above  Fourteenth 
street  closed  their  doors,  too.  The  newspapers 
printed  sensational  stories  about  the  institutions, 
stating  that  their  chief  officers  had  been  guilty 
of  rank  mismanagement,  and  charged  them  with 
loaning  large  sums  to  politicians  and  others  on 
insufficient  security  in  order  to  secure  deposits 
from  the  city  and  other  favors.  The  result  was 
that  confidence  was  shaken  and  runs  started  on 
most  of  the  other  banks. 

For  a  time  things  looked  pretty  shaky.  The 
solvent  banks  stood  the  runs  all  right,  but  this 
unexpected  withdrawal  of  millions  of  money  by 
timid  depositors  created  a  shortage  of  ready  cash 
and  as  a  consequence  the  interest  rates  jumped 
in  Wall  Street,  and  people  needing  ready  cash 
not  only  found  it  difficult  to  get  it,  but  they  had 
to  pay  high  for  the  accommodation-.  All  this 
played  into  the  hands  of  the  money-lenders. 
They  saw  their  opportunity  to  squeeze  borrow¬ 
ers,  and  they  did  it.  They  finally  worked  mat¬ 
ters  so  they  got  a  corner  on  the  money  supply, 
and  boomed  their  charges  higher  than  ever.  Of 
course,  this  raised  a  howl  among  the  brokers 
and  others  who  went  to  these  people  for  a  loan. 
The  banks  were  not  lending  money  as  freely  as 
usual,  for  they  needed  it  themselves  to  meet  the 
drain.  Indeed,  the  clearing  house  had  to  come 
to  the  assistance  of  its  members  and  issue  tem¬ 
porary  notes  to  tide  over  the  situation.  Manu¬ 
facturing  establishments  with  large  pay-rolls 
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to  meet  found  it  impossible  to  get  all  the  cash 
they  needed  from  their  bank,  and  had  to  borrow 
money  from  the  money-lenders  at  a  big  pre¬ 
mium,  or  induce  their  employees  to  accept  checks 
for  a  part  of  their  wages.  Abe  Singleton  was 
one  of  the  best  known  money-lenders  in  the 
Street. 

For  years  he  had  made  a  pile  of  money  out 
of  the  brokers,  and  in  the  stringency  the  traders 
expected  him  to  go  easy  with  them  in  return 
for  their  patronage.  Singleton  didn't  see  it  in 
that  light.  He  was  not  even  satisfied  to  avail 
himself  of  the  high  rates  that  prevailed,  but 
wanted  the  earth  and  everything  in  it.  To  that 
end  he  called  upon  all  the  money-lenders  doing 
business  in  the  financial  district  to  meet  him  at 
his  office  on  a  certain  day  with  a  view  to  their 
mutual  advantage.  They  came  to  see  what  he 
had  on  the  hooks.  He  went  over  the  situation 
with  them,  and  proposed  a  combine  that  would 
control  the  bulk  of  the  available  cash  outside  of 
the  banks. 

“Everybody  who  has  money  is  hoarding  it 
away  in  their  safe-deposit  boxes,”  he  said,  quite 
truthfully.  “They  are  withdrawing  as  much 
from  the  banks  as  they  can  get,  and  to  meet 
their  demands  the  banks  are  loaning  as  little  as 
possible.  If  we  combine  our  resources  as  a 
syndicate,  we  can  force  the  premium  up  to  any 
figure  we  choose  to  make.” 

“But  the  Government  is  about  to  put  out  forty 
or  fifty  million  to  relieve  the  bank,”  said  one  of 
the  money-lenders  present. 

“What  of  it?  Who  will  get  those  millions? 
The  people  who  need  it  most  in  small  lots?  Not 
by  a  jugful,  my  friends.  The  syndicated  bank¬ 
ers  will  get  every  dollar  of  it,  and  they  will 
let  it  out  to  their  favorites  at  high  rates.  The 
Borgans,  the  Dockerfellers,  and  such  will  make 
millions  by  assisting  the  Government  to.  pass  it 
around.  They  will  get  the  cash  at  its  face 
value,  but  they  won’t  distribute  it  that  way. 
They  will  have  to  hav.§  a  rake-off,  and  you  know 
what  that  means.  At  any  rate,  the  -small  fry 
who  are  forced  to  come  to  us  will  have  to  pay 
the  highest  figure,  and  the  forty  or  fifty  mil¬ 
lion  won’t  begin  to  go  around.  This  is  our 
chance.  It  may  not  last  long,  but  while  it  does 
last  it  is  to  our  interest  to  make  hay  while  the 
sun  shines.  Therefore,  my  friends,  I  have  call¬ 
ed  you  here  to  urge  a  combination.  Let  us  show 
a  firm  and  equal  front.  Let  us  ask  the  very  limit 
for  our  cash.  Let  us  organize  and  appoint  a 
committee  to  make  the  daily  figure  at  which  we 
shall  loan  our  funds,  and  the  people  who  must 
have  money  at  any  cost  will  have  to  pay  it.  We 
will  make  our  loans  independently,  of  course,  but 
we  will  engage  not  to  loan  a  cent  under  the 
established  price  made  by  the  committee.” 

“But  we  can  be  prosecuted  for  combining  in 
restraint  of  trade,”  said  another  man. 

“Not  at  all,”  said  Singleton.  “Money  is  an 
article  of  necessity,  it  ijg  true,  but  it  is  not  a 
necessity  like  the  necessities  of  life.  Anyway, 
the  Government  is  too  fully  occupied  with  the 
solution  of  this  crisis  to  bother  about  our  meth¬ 
ods.  When  the  crisis  is  over  our  combine  will 
cease  automatically,  and  the  Government  will  find 
nothing  tangible  to  proceed  against.” 

Singleton  argued  his  point  well,  and  most  of 
the  fraternity  who  loaned  money  as  a  business: 


fell  in  with  his  views.  The  minority,  finding 
that  it  would  be  to  their  interest  to  agree,  did 
so,  and  thus  a  corner  in  money  was  established, 
and  Singleton  shook  hands  with  himself,  and  also 
with  the  members  of  the  combine.  He  was  made 
chairman  of  the  committee  to  establish  the  daily 
price,  and  the  committee  going  into  executive 
session  right  away  made  next  day’s  figure,  which 
was  the  highest  price  that  had  yet  prevailed 
in  Wall  Street.  A  howl  went  up  from  the  brok¬ 
ers  in  consequence.  They  rushed  up  from  one 
money-lender  to  another  to  meet  the  same  figure. 
Then  all  Wall  Street  began  to  realize  that  its 
ordinary  members  were  at  the  mercy  of  the  loan 
sharks,  and  indignation  waxed  to  fever  heat. 


CHAPTER  IX. — Bob  Tries  to  Break  the  Money 
Corner. 

The  money  stringency  naturally  affected  the 
stock  market.  Speculators  with  small  means 
were  obliged  to  keep  out  of  the  game.  Those 
who  could  afford  to  gamble  continued  to  do  so, 
but  the  brokers  found  it  difficult  to  swing  large 
deals.  The  banks  would  only  accept  the  best 
securities,  the  value  of  which  had  gone  down  un¬ 
der  the  panicky  strain,  and  on  these  they  loaned 
about  half  of  their  value,  as  the  slump  in  values 
continued  at  a  steady  rate.  The  money-lenders, 
in  order  to  secure  business  at  their  increased 
rates,  were  loaning  ten  per  cent,  more  than  the 
banks  would  on  similar  security.  They  were 
safe  in  doing  this  on  call  loans,  and  those  who 
had  to  raise  cash  found  the  ten  per  cent,  an 
inducement. 

Under  the  conditions  now  existing  Bob  Single- 
ton  quit  speculating.  He  had  $115,000  in  his  safe 
deposit  box,  and  as  he  had  no  business  he  con¬ 
cluded  to  lend  the  money  out.  He  did  not  intend 
to  charge  the  usurious  rates  of  the  regular 
money-lenders.  He  did  not  doubt  that  he  could 
get  such  rates,  but  he  felt  that  he  could  turn 
his  funds  over  to  excellent  advantage  on  a  more 
liberal  basis.  Anyway,  the  brokers  who  patron¬ 
ized  him  would  appreciate  it,  and  he  believed 
in  making  friends  with  them  with  a  view  to 
the  future  after  things  had  resumed  their  nor¬ 
mal  standing  in  Wall  Street.  He  was  preparing 
an  advertisement  to  insert  in  a  couple  of  the 
Wall  Street  dailies  when  the  door  opened  and 
Mrs.  Wood  came  in.  Bob  was  always  glad  to  see 
the  lady,  but  this  time  he  hoped  she  had  not 
come  to  speculate.  He  was  not  anxious  to  take 
any  orders  in  that  line,  for  he  knew  that  his 
friend  Curtis  was  pushed  for  money,  and  that 
Mr.  Beard  was  also  handicapped  the  same  way, 
due  to  the  difficulty  of  raising  loans  at  the  banks. 

“Glad  to  see  you,  Mrs.  Wood,”  he  said,  spring¬ 
ing  up  and  handing  her  a  chair  beside  the  desk. 

“Are  you  doing  any  speculating  now?”  she 
asked. 

“Not  a  bit.  I’ve  quit  during  the  money  string¬ 
ency.” 

“And  your  capital  is  locked  up  in  your  safe 
deposit  box?” 

“Yes,  ma’am,  but  I’m  thinking  of  loaning  it 
out  at  the  present  high  interest  rates  such  as  the 
banks  charge,  not  what  the  money  sharks  are 
asking.” 
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“I  have  come  down  to  see  you  on  the  same 
subject.” 

“Then  you  have  a  bunch  of  cash  not  on  deposit 
at  your  bank?” 

“Yes,  I  have  half  a  million  in  bills  in  my  safe 
deposit  box.” 

“Then  you  stand  to  make  a  good  thing  loan¬ 
ing  it  out.” 

“It  would  hardly  look  well  for  me  to  go  into 
the  loaning  business,  so  I  called  to  see  if  you 
wouldn’t  take  charge  of  my  money  and  put  it 
out  on  call  at  the  prevailing  rate.” 

“Are  you  willing  to  give  me  the  control  of  so 
much  money?  How  do  you  know  bul^  might  be 
tempted  to  run  off  to  Europe  wit  turn?” 

“I  am  perfectly  satisfied  with  your  integrity, 
Robert.  I  know  my  money  will  be  safe  in  your 
hands.”  # 

“I  thank  you  for  the  confidence  you  show  in 
me.  I  shall  not  disappoint  you.  It  wouldn’t  pay 
me  to  run  away  with  your  money  even  if  I  was 
that  way  inclined.  I  am  worth  $115,000  now,  and 
I  have  a  career  before  me.  By  the  time  I  reach 
my  majority  I  hope  to  be  on  the  way  to  half  a 
million.” 

“We  will  go  into  a  sort  of  partnership  with 
our  money.  You  have  about  one  hundred  thou¬ 
sand  to  loan,  and  I  have  five  times  as  much.  I 
will  allow  you  a  fair  percentage  on  the  business 
you  do  with  my  funds.  You  will  keep  an  ac¬ 
count  of  the  loans,  and  when  this  panic  is  over, 
and  the  interest  rate  has  returned  to  its  normal 
standard,  I  will  settle  with  you.” 

“All  right,.  Mrs.  Wood.  With  $600,000  to  loan 
at  bank  rates,  I  think  I  will  be  able  to  put  a 
crimp  in  the  business  of  some  of  these  loan 
sharks  who  are  taking  undue  advantage  of  the 
necessities  of  the  traders.  There  is  one  of  them 
named  Abe  Singleton,  whose  office  is  in  this 
building,  and  on  this  floor.  I  call  him  the  king¬ 
pin  shark  of  them  all.  It  is  rumored  about  that 
he  is  responsible  for  the  corner  in  money  that 
the  average  borrowers  of  the  Street  are  up 
against.  Nothing  would  suit  me  better  than  to 
cut  into  his  business.  He’d  have  a  fit  every  time 
he  found  out  that  I  had  deprived  him  of  a  vic¬ 
tim.” 

Mrs.  Wood  said  she  would  come  down  every 
day  and  get  him  the  money  he  wanted  until  all 
the  money  was  out,  and  then  she’d  leave  the  rest 
to  the  young  speculator.  Bob,  whose  advertising 
copy  read  that  he  had  $100,000  to  loan  on  ap¬ 
proved  securities  at  the  banking  rates,  on  a 
sixty  per  cent,  basis,  altered  it  to  a  millio*n. 
Of  course  he  would  only  be  able  to  loan  $600,000, 
but  no  one  would  know  that,  and  a  million  looked 
better  in  print.  After  Mrs.  Wood  went  home 
Bob  took  the  advertisement  and  inserted  it  in 
the  two  Wall  Street  dailies,  where  it  was  certain 
to  be  seen  at  once,  and  he  knew  he  would  have 
customers  for  the  money  right  away.  He  told 
Mrs.  Wood  so,  and  she  promised  to  be  at  the 
office  next  morning  at  ten  o’clock.  If  a  borrower 
called  before  she  turned  up  he  would  put  out 
some  or  all  of  his  own  money.  When  Bob  reach¬ 
ed  his  office  at  half-past  nine,  he  found  a  well- 
dressed  man  waiting  outside. 

“How  do  you  do,  sir.  Want  to  see  me?”  he 
asked  the  visitor. 

“I  want  to  see  Robert  Hazelton.” 


“That  is  my  name.  Walk  in,”  said  Bob,  un¬ 
locking  the  door. 

The  man,  who  had  a  package  in  his  hand, 
walked  in. 

“You  are  not  the  person  who  advertised  to 
loan  a  million,  I  am  sure,”  said  the  caller.  “Per¬ 
haps  it’s  your  father.” 

“No,  sir.  My  father  would  find  some  difficulty 
in  raising  a  million.  Anyway,  he  isn’t  doing  busi¬ 
ness  in  Wall  Street.  How  much  money  do  you 

want?” 

“Then  you  are  actually  loaning  money  your¬ 
self?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“I  want  to  borrow  about  $60,000,  if  I  can  get 
it.” 

“You  can  get  it  right  here  if  you  have  the 
right  security.” 

The  gentleman,  who  handed  out  his  card,  which 
proved  he  was  a  broker,  with  an  office  in  Ex¬ 
change  Place,  opened  the  package  and  showed 
what  he  had  in  the  way  of  stock.  Bob  sized 
it  up  at  the  market  price,  which  was  liable  to 
drop,  and  said  he  would  let  him  have  $60,000  on 
the  stock,  but  that  the  loan  must  be  returned 
in  cash  or  certified  check  on  demand.  The  bor¬ 
rower  agreed  to  that.  Bob  made  out  the  note 
and  handed  it  to  the  gentleman  to  sign. 

“Now  come  around  to  my  safe  deposit  vault 
and  I  will  let  you  have  the  money,”  said  the 
young  speculator. 

He  hung  a  sign  on  his  door,  “Will  return  in 
fifteen  minutes,”  and  they  went  away  together. 
At  the  vault  the  man  handed  him  the  note  and 
the  stock,  and  Bob  counted  out  the  money  in 
sixty  $1,000  bills.  Bob  placed  the  stock  in  his 
box  and  took  out  the  rest  of  his  money.  Then 
he  returned  to  the  office  and  found  Mrs.  Wood 
and  another  broker  waiting  there.  Bob  loaned 
his  second  customer  $50,000  on  good  bonds,  and 
that  cleaned  him  out  of  ready  cash  with  the 
exception  of  $5,000. 

“You’d  better  run  round  to  your  vault  and  fetch 
me  your  money,  Mrs.  Wood,”  he  said.  “I’ve  put 
all  my  money  out  on  two  loans.  I  guess  I’ll  be 
able  to  place  all  your  funds  to-day,  perhaps  be¬ 
fore  noon.” 

While  she  was  gone  a  third  trader  canae  after 
$25,000,  and  as  his  security  was  good,  Bob  said 
he  could  have  the  money. 

“I  have  just  sent  out  for  some  cash,  and  you 
will  only  have  to  wait  for  a  few  minutes,”  said 
the  boy. 

In  a  short  time  Mrs.  Wood  returned  with  the 
money  and  handed  it  over.  Bob  handed  the  bor¬ 
rower  the  sum  he  wanted,  and  put  the  rest  in  the 
safe  with  the  three  notes.  A  fourth  man  came 
in  fifteen  minutes  later,  and  he  got  $35,000  on 
gilt-edge  paper.  By  noon  Bob  had  loaned  $200,- 
000  of  Mrs.  Wood’s  cash.  When  two  o’clock 
came  around  he  had  put  out  $150,000  more.  In 
'some  way  Singleton  Jieard  that  Robert  Hazle¬ 
ton  was  loaning  large  sums  at  the  banking  rate, 
and  he  came  around  to'*  investigate.  Mrs.  Wood 
was  out  at  lunch. 

“Look  here,  young  man,  have  you  got  money 
to  loan?”  cried  Singleton,  crustily. 

“Yes.  Do  you  want  some?” 

“No,  I  don’t  want  any.  I  heard  you  were  put¬ 
ting  it  out  at — ”  and  he  mentioned  the  rate  th« 
banks  were  asking  that  day- 
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“You  heard  right.  What  about  it?” 

“You  want  to  quit  it.” 

“What  for?  This  is  a  free  country,  isn’t  it? 
I  have  the  right  to  loan  all  the  money  I  can  get 
hold  of.” 

“You  are  not  a  regular  money-lender,  neither 
are  you  a  banker.  You  have  no  right  to  lend 
money,” 

“Get  out!  Anybody  has  the  right  to  loan 
money  at  any  time  to  anybody.  I’ve  got  a  couple 
of  million  on  tap,  with  more  coming,  and  I’m 
going  to  put  it  out  at  a  decent  rate.  I’m  not 
a  Shylock  like  you  and  your  crowd.” 

“How  dare  you  call  me  a  Shylock?”  roared 
Singleton. 

“Because  that's  what  you  are.  You’re  a  loan 
shark.  You  are  taking  advantage  of  the  money 
stringency  to  bleach  everybody  you  can.  Well, 
I’m  going  to  do  you  out  of  some  of  your  bor¬ 
rowers  by  letting  them  have  cash  at  the  banking 
rate.” 

Singleton  pounded  the  desk  angrily. 

“Where  did  you  get  the  money  you  are  loan¬ 
ing?”  he  cried. 

“That  is  none  of  your  business.  Suppose  I 
asked  you  where  you  got  your  own  money,  how 
would  you  like  it?” 

“You  are  acting  for  somebody.” 

“Suppose  I  am.  What  have  you  got  to  say 
about  it?” 

“I’ll  put  a  stop  to  your  game  before  the  day 
is  out.” 

“If  you  or  any  of  your  crowd  interfere  with 
me  I’ll  have  you  arrested.” 

“What’s  that?” 

“You  heard  what  I  said,  and  I  mean  it.  Now 
get  back  to  your  den  and  stay  there,  like  the 
skinny  spider  you  are.  I’ve  got  business  to  at¬ 
tend  to.” 

At  that  point  a  visitor  walked  in. 

“Is  Mr.  Hazleton  in?”  said  the  caller. 

“Yes,  sir.  Want  a  loan?” 

“Yes.  I  want  to  get  $40,000.” 

“Show  up  vour  security.” 

“Don’t  do  business  with  this  boy,”  interposed 
Singleton.  “He  is  not  responsible.  I  am  a  repu¬ 
table  money-lender,  and  will  lend  you  any  sum 
you  require.  My  name  is  Singleton.  Here  is 
my  card.” 

“Look  here,  Singleton,  you  have  no  right  to 
interfere  with  my  customers.” 

“Come  along  with  me,  Mr. - ”  said  the 

money-lender,  taking  the  man  by  the  arm. 

“Leave  this  gentleman  alone,”  said  Bob,  inter¬ 
fering.  “You  are  not  a  reputable  money-lender, 
but  a  disreputable  shark,  for  you  are  asking  ex¬ 
orbitant  rates.  I  am  loaning  money  at  the  regu¬ 
lar  banking  rates.  Show  me  your  securities, 
sir.” 

“Don’t  you  do  it.  I  will  let  you  have  all  the 
cash  you  want  at  the  banking  rate,”  said  Single- 

ton. 

“So  you  are  taking  water,  are  you,  you  old 
Shylock?  Get  out  of  my  office  or  I’ll  throw  you 
out.” 

Bob  grabbed  Singleton  by  the  collar  and  slack 
of  his  trousers  and  ran  him  over  to  the  door. 

“Now  get  out,”  he  said,  opening  it. 

The  money-lender  sputtered  with  rage  and 
struck  Bob  in  the  -face.  The  boy  hauled  ofT  and 
smashed  him  in  the  eye,  seiiding  him  staggering 
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outside.  Then  he  shut  the  door  and  returned  to 
his  customer. 


CHAPTER  X. — The  Forged  Stock  Certificates. 

“You’ll  excuse  this  rumpus,  sir,  but  I’m  noj 
taking  any  nonsense  from  that  loan  shark.  I 
dare  say  you  know  him  or  have  heard  of  him. 
Everybody  in  Wall  Street  is  acquainted  with 
Abe  Singleton.  He  and  his  bunch  have  run  up 
the  price  of  money  on  account  of  the  squeeze, 
and  they  ought  to  be  kicked.” 

“Yes,  I  know  Singleton,  and  you  handed  him 
what  he  deserved.  I  wouldn’t  borrow  a  dollar 
from  him  if  I  could  help  myself.  I  saw  your  ad¬ 
vertisement  and  called  to  see  if  I  could  do  busi¬ 
ness  with  you.  Here  is  my  card.” 

“Glad  to  know  you,  Mr.  Hines.  Now  let  mo 
see  your  securities.  If  they  are  all  right  you’ll 
get  what  you  want.” 

They  proved  to  be  all  right,  and  the  loan  was 
put  through.  Bob  heard  no  more  from  Single- 
ton  that  afternoon,  and  when  he  closed  down 
at  four  o’clock  he  had  loaned  $425,000  of  Mrs. 
Wood’s  money.  Singleton  had  done  little  busi¬ 
ness  that  day,  and  he  was  in  bad  humor.  To 
make  things  worse  for  him  and  his  crowd,  the 
banks  had  sent  out  circulars  to  their  customers 
denouncing  the  loan  sharks  and  their  methods, 
and  raising  their  margin  five  per  cent.  The 
sharks  held  a  meeting  that  afternoon  and ‘de¬ 
cided  to  loan  65  per  cent,  of  the  value  of  the  se¬ 
curities  offered.  Singleton  told  them  about  Bob, 
and  said  he  must  be  put  out  of  business  right 
away.  One  of  them  suggested  a  plan  to  do  him, 
and  it  was  decided  to  carry  it  out  next  day.  At 
eleven  next  morning  Bob  had  loaned  the  last  o£ 
Mrs.  Wood’s  money. 

“I’ll  have  to  tell  my  next  customer  that  the 
million  has  been  taken  up,”  he  said  to  himself, 
as  he  made  the  last  entry  in  his  book.  Jus$ 
then  the  door  opened  and  a  man  came  in. 

“Are  you  Robert  Hazleton?”  asked  the  visitor. 

“Yes.’* 

“I  want  to  borrow  $50,000.  Here  is  some 
stock  which  you  will  find  worth  at  least  $100,- 
000,”  and  the  man  handed  a  bunch  of  certificates 
to  the  boy. 

They  were  Illinois  Central  shares,  which  at 
that  time  were  quoted  at  $110.  Bob  looked  them 
over  carefully.  He  had  just  made  his  last  loan 
on  the  same  stock,  and  there  seemed  to  be  a  dif¬ 
ference  in  the  certificates.  He  went  to  his  safe 
and  made  a  comparison.  The  signatures  of  the 
officers  on  this  new  lot  looked  enough  different 
to  arouse  a  suspicion  in  his  mind  that  they  were 
not  genuine.  Bob  saw  other  discrepancies.  He 
returned  to  his  desk  and  looked  at  the  visitor’s 
card.  It  bore  the  name  and  address  of  a  broker 
in  the  Johnston  Building.  At  that  moment 
Broker  Curtis  came  in. 

“Are  you  acquainted  with  this  gentleman,  Mr. 
Curtis?”  he  asked. 

“No,  I  haven’t  the  honor,”  replied  Curtis. 

“Here  is  his  card,”  and  Bob  showed  it  to  him. 

“I  know  Mr.  Day  well.  This  is  not  the  gentle¬ 
man,”  said  Curtis. 

Bob  looked  at  his  visitor,  who  appeared  to 
have  grown  uneasy. 

“You  represented  yourself  as  Mr.  Day  whoa 
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you  introduced  yourself  and  asked  for  a  loan 
on  this  stock/’  said  the  young  speculator. 

“My  name  is  Day,”  said  the  caller,  in  a  hesi¬ 
tating  way. 

“But  this  isn’t  your  business  card,  is  it?” 

The  visitor  reluctantly  admitted  that  it  wasn’t. 

“Well,  who  are  you,  anyway?” 

“John  Day.” 

“Are  you  a  broker?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Where  is  your  office?” 

“In  the  Johnston  Building.” 

“Where’s  your  proper  business  card?” 

The  visitor  fumbled  in  his  pockets  and  then 
said  he  didn’t  have  one  with  him. 

“Is  this  your  stock?  I  see  that  the  certificates 
are  made  out  in  the  name  of  John  Day?” 

“Yes.” 

“Look  these  certificates  over  and  compare  them 
with  this  Illinois  Central  one,  Mr.  Curtis,  and 
tell  me  what  you  think  of  them,”  said  Bob. 

“If  you  don’t  want  to  accept  them  for  the  loan, 
I’ll  go  elsewhere,”  said  the  visitor,  wiping  his 
face  in  a  nervous  way. 

“The  top  certificate  is  a  forgery,”  said  Curtis, 
promptly,  “so. is  the  next.” 

“That’s  what  I  thought,”  said  Bob.  “How  do 
you  account  for  that,  Mr.  Day?” 

“Why— why — I  bought  them  for  genuine.” 

“Bought  $100,000  worth  of  forged  stock  for 
genuine,  eh?  From  whom?” 

“I  don’t  recall - ” 

“Isn’t  it  a  fact  that  you  knew  they  were  for¬ 
ged,  and  that  you  brought  them  in  to  me  with 
the  purpose  of  trying  to  work  them  off  on  me 
because  I’m  a  boy?” 

“Not  at  all.  You  must  be  mistaken  about  their 
being  forged.” 

“The  entire  lot  is  forged,”  said  Curtis.  “The 
signatures  of  the  officers  are  not  genuine.” 

“This  is  a  serious  matter,  Mr.  Day,  and  will 
have  to  be  investigated.  Borgan  &  Co.  are  the 
transfer  agents  for  the  stock.  Ring  them  up, 
Mr.  Curtis,  and  asked  them  to  send  a  clerk  over 
here  to  pass  upon  the  character  of  a  number  of 
Illinois  Central  stock  certificates  which  are  sus¬ 
pected  to  be  forgeries.  Send  them  the  numbers, 
and  say  they  are  made  out  in  the  name  of  John 
Day.” 

Broker  Curtis  pulled  Bob’s  telephone  to  him 
and  asked  to  be  connected  with  Borgan  &  Co. 

“I’ll  go  and  get  my  partner,”  said  the  visitor, 
starting  for  the  door. 

“Not  just  yet  you  won’t,”  said  Bob,  intercept¬ 
ing  his  retreat.  “You’ll  stay  right  in  this  room 
until  I  let  you  go.” 

“I  protest  against  being  detained.” 

“You  can  protest  as  much  as  you  want  to,  but 
you  can’t  leave  my  office  until  this  matter  is 
settled.” 

The  visitor  made  another  effort  to  leave,  but 
Bob  made  him  sit  down.  In  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
a  clerk  from  Borgan  &  Co.  appeared  with  a 
memorandum. 

“The  certificates  of  which  you  telephoned  us 
the  numbers  are  registered  in  the  names  of  these 
people  and  not  John  Day,”  he  said. 

“Well,  look  at  those  certificates  and  say  wheth¬ 
er  or  not  they  are  genuine,”  said  Bob. 

The  clerk  examined  them  and  pronounced  all 
of  them  forgeries. 


“Here  is  the  man  who  brought  them  to  my 
office,  represented  himself  as  Broker  Day,  of  the 
Johnston  Building,  and  asked  for  a  loan  of  $50,- 
000  on  them.  You  can  talk  to  him.” 

The  clerk  asked  the  man  where  he  got  the,  cer¬ 
tificates,  but  he  declined  to  say. 

“If  you  won’t  give  us  any  satisfaction  I  shall 
have  to  send  for  a  policeman,”  said  Bob. 

The  man  threw  up  the  sponge  and  said  he 
had  received  the  certificates  from  Hiram  Lewis, 
a  money-lender. 

“But  you  knew  they  were  forged?” 

The  vistior  denied  that  he  knew  that.  He 
said  he  supposed  they  were  genuine. 

“Look  here,  are  you  sure  that  Abe  Singleton 
isn’t  at  the  bottom  of  this  job  which  seems  to 
have  been  put  up  on  me?” 

The  caller  denied  that  Singleton  had  had  any¬ 
thing  to  do  with  the  certificates. 

“Call  up  the  police,  Mr.  Curtis.  I’m  going  to 
see  this  thing  through,”  said  Bob. 

The  visitor  begged  him  not  to  send  for  the 
police,  but  Bob  was  determined.  Then  the  boy 
told  Curtis  to  ring  up  Hiram  Lewis’  office,  in 
the  Astor  Building,  and  tell  him  that  he  was 
wanted  at  Robert  Hazleton’s  office  at  once.  A 
policeman  and  Lewis  came  about  the  same  time. 

“Are  you  Mr.  Lewis,  the  money-lender?”  asked 
Bob. 

“I  am,”  replied  Lewis. 

“Do  you  know  this  man?” 

“Yes;  his  name  is  Jo^n  Day.” 

“He  brought  a  number  of  Illinois  Central  cer¬ 
tificates  to  raise  a  loan  on.  He  says  he  got 
them  from  you.” 

“What’s  the  matter  with  them?” 

“They  are  forged.” 

“Forged!  On  what  ground  do  you  say  that?” 

“Here  is  a  clerk  from  Borgan  &  Co.,  the  trans¬ 
fer  agents.  He  pronounces  them  forgeries,  and 
says  they  are  poor  ones.” 

“The  certificates  I  gave  Mr.  Day  were  genuine 
ones.  Somebody  must  have  made  a  substitution 
since  the  package  left  my  office.” 

“Did  you  send  him  to  my  office  to  raise  a 
loan?” 

“No.” 

Bob  then  told  the  officer  to  take  the  man  along. 
Day  set  up  a  howl,  but  Lewis  told  him  to  go 
with  the  officer  and  he  would  bail  him  out. 

“If  you  don’t  get  me  out  of  this  scrape  I’ll 
blow  on  you  and  the  others,”  Bob  heard  Day  say 
in  a  low  tone  to  L'ewis. 

That  was  enough  to  convince  him  that  he  had 
snipped  a  conspiracy  in  the  bud,  and  he  was 
satisfied  that  Abe  Singleton  had  something  to  do 
with  it.  The  policeman  led  Day  away,  and 
Lewis  went  along.  The  officer  carried  the  pack¬ 
age  of  certificates  to  be  used  as  evidence,  and 
Bob  said  he  would  appear  at  the  Tombs  Police 
Court  that  afternoon  to  push  the  case.  The 
clerk  returned  to  the  bank  and  reported,  and 
Borgan  &  Co.  decided  it  was  their  duty  to  take 
the  lead  in  the  prosecution  of  the  man  who  had 
tried  to  swindle  Bob  with  the  bogus  Illinois 
Central  certificates.  At  two  o’clock  Bob  and 
Borgan’s  &  Co.’s  clerk  appeared  at  the  Tombs. 
Broker  Curtis  had  accompanied  them.  After  sev¬ 
eral  minor  cases  had  been  disposed  of,  John  Day 
was  called  to  the  bar,  and  he  pleaded  not  guilty 
of  trying  to  work  off  the  forged  certificates. 
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Bob  was  the  first  witness  against  him.  He  told 
all  that  happened  at  his  office  in  connection  with 
Day’s  visit.  He  identified  the  certificates  as  the 
ones  the  man  had  assured  him  were  worth 
$100,000.  Broker  Curtis  testified  also  and  iden¬ 
tified  the  certificates  as  those  Boh  had  asked  him 
to  pass  upon.  Then  Borgan  &  Co.’s  clerk  went 
on  the  stand  and  swore  that  the  certificates  were 
forgeries. 

He  exhibited  the  railroad  company’s  stock 
transfer  book  to  show  that  John  Day’s  name  did 
not  appear  thereon  as  stockholder  of  record 
of  the  certificatss  in  question.  A  lawyer  was  in 
court  to  look  after  Day’s  interests,  and  Hiram 
Lewis  was  also  present.  As  Day  maintained 
he  had  received  the  certificates  from  Lewis,  that 
gentleman  was  asked  to  explain  how  it  hap¬ 
pened  that  they  were  made  out  in  Day’s  name 
when  he  was  not  a  stockholder.  Lewis  found 
himself  in  a  hole  and  tried  to  squirm  cut  of  it 
by  saying  that  a  man  named  John  Day  had  left 
the  certificates  at  his  office  as  security  for  a 
small  loan,  and  failing  to  redeem  them  he  had 
persuaded  the  prisoner,  whose  name  was  not 
Day,  but  Parks,  to  take  them  to  a  broker’s  and 
sell  them. 

Parks  was  asked  why  he  had  represented  him¬ 
self  as  John  Day  to  Bob,  and  had  asked  for  a 
loan  on  the  certificates  instead  of  offering  them 
for  sale.  His  excuse  was  so  weak  that  the 
magistrate  did  not  believe,  him.  He  was  held 
under  $50,000  bail.  Then  Borgan  &  Co.’s  clerk 
asked  for  the  arrest  of  Lewis  as  accessory  be¬ 
fore  the  fact,  and  the  magistrate  granted  his 
request.  His  bail  was  fixed  at  $25,000.  Lewis 
wrote  a  note  and  handed  it  to  the  lawyer  to 
deliver.  This  note  was  addressed  to  Abe  Single- 
ton.  Parks  and  Lewis  were  then  sent  to  a  cell 
in  the  Tombs,  while  Bob  and  his  party  returned 
to  Wall  Street. 


CHAPTER  XI.— Conclusion. 

On  returning  to  his  office  Bob  found  Mrs. 
Wood  waiting  for  him. 

‘Here  is  $1,000  in  bills,  Robert;  I  wish  3?cu 
would  go  out  and  get  me  the  equivalent  in  gold,” 
she  said. 

“All  right,”  said  Bob,  unlocking  his  door. 

He  got  a  small  cash-box  he  had  in  his  safe, 
and  leaving  the  lady  in  the  office,  he  started 
for  a  money  broker’s  to  make  the  exchange. 
While  he  was  away  Abe  Singleton  came  in  and 
asked  for  the  young  speculator.  He  looked  boil¬ 
ing  mad.  Mrs.  Wood  said  he  was  out,  but  would 
be  back  in  a  short  time. 

“I’ll  wait  for  him  outside,”  shid  the  money¬ 
lender. 

In  the  course  of  ten  minutes  Bob  appeared 
and  saw  Singleton  pacing  up  and  down  in  front 
of  his  door. 

“Hello,  Mr.  Singleton,  what  do  you  want?” 
said  the  boy. 

“I  want  you!”  roared  Singleton. 

“Here  I  am.  What  have  you  to  say  to  me?” 

“You  have  had  a  friend  of  mine  arrested. 

“Is  Parks,  alias  John  Day,  a  friend  of  yours?” 
said  Bob.  “Glad  to  hear  you  admit  it.  Of 
course  you  know  why  he  wms  arrested.  He  tried 
to-  work  off  a  bunch  of  forged  Illinois w  Central 
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stock  certificates  on  me  for  a  loan  of  half  their 
value.  It  didn’t  go,  and  now  he  is  in  jail.” 

“What  did  you  do  with  those  certificates?” 

“Are  you  interested  in  them?” 

“None  of  your  business.  I  am  asking  you 
what  you  did  with  them?” 

“Perhaps  I  have  them  in  this  box,”  replied 
Bob. 

As  he  spoke,  Mrs.  Wood,  hearing  his  voice, 
came  out  of  his  office.  Singleton  grabbed  the 
cash-box  from  Bob  and  tried  to  escape  with  it. 
The  boy  caught  him  by  the  lapel  of  his  coat,  and 
Mrs.  Wood  raised  her  umbrella  to  strike  the 
loan  shark.  In  the  scuffle  the  box  flew  open.  A 
stream  of  glittering  double  eagles  went  dancing 
down  the  broad  stairs.  A  couple  of  gentlemen 
came  out  of  a  nearby  office  at  that  moment  and 
were  surprised  at  the  scene  they  saw. 

“Gentlemen,  help  me  secure  this  thief,”  cried 
Bob. 

They  immediately  laid  hold  of  Singleton.  The 
money-lender  struggled  violently  and  protested 
that  he  was  a  respectable  man,  a  tenant  of  the 
building,  and  that  his  name  was  Singleton. 

.  “Hold  on  to  him  while  I  recover  the  gold  which 
is  scattered  over  the  stafrs,”  *  said  Bob. 

He  got  the  cash-box  away  from  Singleton,  and 
j  Mrs.  Wood  gathered  up  the 

double  eagles  that  had  escaped  from  it.  He 
then  made  a  hasty  count  of  the  coins  and  found 
he  had  got  them  all.  The  money-lender  was 
marched  into  his  office. 

“Now,  Mr.  Singleton,  I’ve  got  you  where  the 
hair  is  short.  Confess  that  you  put  up  that  job 
of  the  bogus  bonds  to  get  square  with  me.” 

“I’ll  confess  nothing,”  roared  Singleton. 

“Then  you’ll  go  to  jail  fo* trying  to  steal  that 
cash-box  with  $1,000  in  gold  in  it.  That’s  grand 
larceny,”  said  Bob. 

“You  young  imp,  how  dare  you  accuse  me  of 
stealing  anything?  I  am  worth  half  a  million, 
and  my  respectability  is  beyond  question/4 

Bob  paid  no  attention  to  his  remarks,  but  tele-* 
phoned  for  a  policeman.  Singleton  acted  like 
a  wild  man,  but  he  had  found  his  master  in  the 
boy  speculator,  who  intended  to  make  full  use  of 
his  advantage.  The  money-lender  was  too  much 
worked  up  to  realize  how  deep  he  was  in  the 
mire.  Bob  was  satisfied  that  he  had  engineered 
the  forged  certificate  business  to  skin  him  out 
of  $50,000,  and  break  up  his  business  if  he  could. 
And  the  boy  meant  to  pay  him  back  for  it.  And 
he  believed  that  the  extinguishment  of  Single- 
ton  would  break  up  the  loan  shark  combine.  That 
of  itself  would  be  a  feather  in  his  cap  when  the 
fact  became  known,  and  would  make  him  popular 
with  the  brokers.  So  when  the  policeman  came 
Bob  ordered  him  to  arrest  Singleton  on  the 
charge  of  attempting  to  steal  $1,000. 

Mrs.  Wood  corroborated  the  charge.  She  be-  4 
lieved  that  the  money-lender  had  really  meant 
to  get  away  with  the  cash,  though  Bob  knew 
that  the  reason  he  grabbed  the  bag  was  because 
he  thought  it  held  the  incriminating  stock  cer¬ 
tificates.  The  fact  that  he  was  so  anxious  to 
get  hold  of  the  certificates  was  proof  enough 
to  Bob  that  he  was  behind  the  scheme.  Single- 
ton  roared  like  a  wild  bull  when  the  officer  told 
him  to  come  along. 

“This  is  an  outrage,”  he  said.  “It  is  ridiculous- 
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that  I  would  try  to  steal  money  from  anybody 
when  I’m  worth  over  half  a  million.” 

“Why  did  you  snatch  the  box  out  of .  my 
hands?”  said  Bob. 

“Because  I  thought - ” 

He  stopped  abruptly. 

“Because  you  thought  it  had  the  forged  stock 
in  it — is  that  what  you  were  going  to  say?” 

“No,  it  isn’t,”  snarled  the  money-lender. 

“Well,  I’m  not  a  mind  reader,  so  I  must  charge 
you  with  what  you  actually  did;  not  with  what 
you  had  in  your  mind.  Come  along,  Mrs.  Wood, 
we’ll  accompany  him  to  the  station  and  see  that 
he’s  held  for  examination  before  a  magistrate.” 

Singleton  had  to  go,  but  on  his  way  to  the 
elevator  he  prevailed  on  the  officer  to  stop  at  his 
office.  Bob  and  Mrs.  Wood  followed  them  in¬ 
side.  Singleton  went  to  the  ’phone  and  called 
up  one  of  his  money-lender  associates,  told  him 
he  had  been  arrested  on  a  foolish  charge,  and 
asked  him  to  come  to  his  aid.  Then  the  party 
went  to  the  police  station,  where  Singleton  was 
locked  up  after  a  vigorous  protest.  He  was 
shortly  afterward  taken  to  the  Tombs.  There 
he  was  let  out  on  $1,000  bail  to  appear  in  court 
next  morning.  Bob  called  on  Borgan  &  Co., 
and  had  an  interview  with  one  of  the  partners. 

He  told  the  gentleman  about  the  Singleton 
episode,  and  said  he  was  confident  that  the 
money-lender  was  the  man  behind  the  forged  cer¬ 
tificates,  giving  as  his  reason  the  trouble  he  had 
|iad  at  various  times  with  Singleton.  In  order 
to  see  if  Bob  was  right,  application  was  made 
lit  Police  Headquarters  to  put  Parks,  alias  Day, 
through  the  Third  Degree  to  make  him  conress, 
and  in  order  to  help  matters  along,  to  promise 
the  man  protection  if  he  was  willing  to  turn 
State’s  evidence.  The  importance  of  Borgan  & 
Co.  in  the  financial  world  induced  the  police  to 
carry  out  the  firm’s  wishes.  A  detective  was 
sent  for  Parks,  and  he  was  brought  to  Head¬ 
quarters.  Then  the  chief  took  him  in  hand,  and 
Parks  weakened.  He  saw  that  he  was  in  a  bad 
hole,  and  he  made  a  full  confession.  This,  how¬ 
ever,  did  not  implicate  Singleton  at  all,  but  put 
Lewis  in  bad. 

That  man  was  then  brought  to  Headquarters 
and  put  through  the  Third  Degree.  He  held 
out  doggedly  until  the  chief  showed  him  Parks’ 
confession.  Then  he  threw  up  his  hands  and 
said  that  he  had  acted  for  Singleton.  He  swore 
that  man  had  provided  the  certificates,  and  that 
he  had  only  carried  out  the  scheme.  Next  morn¬ 
ing  the  police  communicated  with  Borgan  &  Co. 
Bob  was  sent  for,  and  the  charge  against  Single- 
ton  was  changed  to  forgery  in  the  first  degree. 
The  money-lender  appeared  before  the  magis¬ 
trate  with  a  lawyer  prepared  to  fight  the  charge 
of  grand  larceny.  He  was  staggered  when  told 
that  that  charge  had  been  withdrawn  and  for¬ 
gery  substituted.  He  pleaded  not  guilty,  and 
demanded  to  be  discharged  on  the  ground  that 
there  was  no  evidence  against  him. 

Then  the  police  brought  Lewis  into  court  and 
put  him  on  the  stand.  What  he  told  was  enough 
for  the  magistrate  to  hold  Singleton  on  $50,000 
bail.  Parks’  bail  was  reduced  to  $1,000,  and 
Lewis’  to  $5,000.  Both  men  put  the  amounts  up 
and  were  allowed  to  go.  Singleton’s  wife  put  up 
cash  to  the  amount  of  $50,000  and  got  her  hus¬ 
band  out,  and  he  returned  to  Wall  Street.  The 


head  of  the  money  trust  was  so  sore  on  Lewis, 
who  had  been  his  right  bower,  that  when  the 
committee  met  at  his  office  that  day  to  fix  the 
price  of  money  for  the  next  day,  he  refused  to 
have  anything  to  do  with  the  committee,  and  said 
the  syndicate  could  go  to  thunder  as  far  as 
he  was  concerned.  He  denounced  Lewis  for  be¬ 
traying  him,  and  said  he  intended  to  fight  the 
charge  of  forgery  to  the  bitter  end. 

Lewis  had  something  to  say  himself,  and  he 
denounced  Singleton  for  getting  him  and  Parks 
in  trouble.  Finally  they  got  into  a  scrap  and 
had  to  be  separated.  The  committee  went  away 
to  report  to  the  other  members  of  the  syndicate, 
and  the  result  was  the  corner  in  money  was 
broken  up,  and  after  that  every  man  set  his  own 
price,  and  the  competition  brought  the  price  of 
money  down  to  the  bank  rates.  The  newspapers 
got  hold  of  a]l  the  particulars,  and  Bob  got  the 
credit  of  beating  the  loan  sharks  of  Wall  Street. 
The  brokers  appreciated  what  the  young  specula¬ 
tor  had  done  for  them,  and  they  called  upon  him 
in  bunches  for  several  days,  and  he  held  regular 
levees  with  them  in  his  office.  He  did  not  call  in 
any  of  the  money  he  had  put  out  until  the  rates 
went  down,  and  the  brokers  brought  it  back 
voluntarily  in  order  to  save  the  high  interest 
that  was  in  force  at  the  time  they  asked  for  the 
loans. 

Naturally,  the  brokers  wondered  where  he  got 
the  million  he  had  advertised  to  for  loan,  but 
Bob  wasn’t  saying  wherp  he  got  it,  because  Mrs. 
Wood  wanted  to  keep  in  the  background.  As  fast 
as  the  money  came  in  Bob  invested  Mrs.  Wood’s 
money  in  gilt-edge  bonds,  the  nrice  of  which  had 
been  reduced  greatly  by  the  panic.  Between  the 
percentage  the  lady  allowed  him  for  loaning  out 
her  money,  and  his  commission  for  investing  her 
money  in  the  best  bonds,  Bob  made  a  very  satis¬ 
factory  income.  He  kept  his  own  money  to  run 
his  business  with  when  the  financial  sky  cleared. 
In  due  time  Singleton,  Lewis  and  Parks  were 
tried  for  forgery.  All  were  convicted.  Singleton 
got  ten  years,  Lewis  three,  and  Parks  was  let  off 
with  a  suspended  sentence.  By  the  time  Bob  was 
twenty-one  he  was  worth  three-quarters  of  a  mil¬ 
lion,  and  had  a  very  fair  and  growing  brokerage 
business.  While  his  success  proved  that  he  was  a 
smart  boy,  he  was  prepared  to  admit  that  his 
real  start  came  through  beating  the  Wall  Street 
loan  sharks. 

Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “GOING  IT 
ALONE;  or,  THE  BOY  WHO  MADE  HIS 
OWN  LUCK.” 


CHILD  CHOKED  ON  DIAMOND 

A  Swiss  dealer  in  precious  stones  who  had  just 
returned  to  Zurich  from  Paris,  while  amusing  his 
five-year-old  daughter  by  showing  her  cases  of 
diamonds,  rubies  and  sapphires,  was  called  to  the 
telephone. 

When  he  returned  he  found  the  child  choking. 
She  had  swallowed  gems  worth  $4,000.  A  doctor 
was  hastily  called,  but  the  little  girl  was  dead. 
A  post  mortem  operation  revealed  she  had  been 
strangled  by  a  diamond  which  entered  the  thorax. 
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8-CENT  MEALS  SUCCESSFUL 
Prisoners  in  the  Washtenaw  County  jail,  in 
Ann  Arbor,  Mich.,  gained  weight  during  the  last 
year  on  meals  that  cost  8  cents  each.  Several 
cases  were  cited  by  the  sheriff  where  long-term 
prisoners  had  gained  as  much  as  thirty  pounds. 


LEECHES  AGAIN  USED  BY  MODERN 
DOCTORS 

After  many  years  of  comparative  neglect,  the 
humble  leech  is  said  to  be  coming  into  its  old 
popularity.  But  the  old  leech  farms  have  long 
disappeared.  Some  modern  doctors  claim  there 
are  few  better  methods  of  relieving  inflamma¬ 
tory  areas  than  by  the  application  of  these  blood¬ 
sucking  creatures.  The  “animated  mustard  plas¬ 
ters’’  are  exported  in  baskets  from  Turkey,  and 
Paris  is  reported  to  have  one  leech  farm  selling 
130,000  a  month. 


ENCOUNTER  GIANT  WHALES 
Hans  Jensen  and  Charles  Johnson,  two  Swedish 
fishermen  who  put  into  Cape  May  harbor  in  a 
thirty-foot  fishing  boat  recently,  told  a  tale  of 
three  whales. 


Jensen  said  that  when  they  were  one  hundred 
miles  east-southeast  of  Cape  May  they  sighted 
three  large  whales,  one  of  which  came  so  close  to 
the  little  craft  that  the  fishermen  were  afraid  of 
being  capsized.  Jensen  said  the  whales  were  more 
than  one  hundred  feet  long  and  that  the  one  that 
came  so  near  to  the  boat  was  the  largest  he  had 
ever  seen  in  his  twenty  years  at  sea. 

Fishermen  here  say  that  the  whales  have  come 
out  of  the  north  with  the  big  ice  floes  that  are 
reported  off  the  northern  coast. 

TRACTORS  DISPLACE  DOGS 

Dog-sledge  trains,  the  “indispensable”  carriers 
of  the  North,  are  being  replaced  in  the  Spring 
rush  to  the  Yukon  this  year  by  caterpillar  trac¬ 
tors. 

The  first  tractor  train,  a  ten-ton  hauler  with 
three  trailers,  each  of  five  tons  burden,  is  being 
made  up  at  White  Horse  for  the  300-mile  trip  to 
Mayo. 

The  north  trails  are  lined  with  hikers  and  small 
dog  teams.  All  sorts  of  conveyances,  principally 
caterpillar  tractors,  are  being  pressed  into  service 
to  carry  ore  fro  mthe  Keep  Hill  silver  mines  to 
Mayo  Landing  before  the  thraw. 


OUT  TODAY!  OUT  TODAY! 

* 

Buy  a  copy  of  “Happy  Days,”  No.  1489,  and  read  the 
interesting  story 

Billy,  the  Messenger  Boy 

—  Or,  — 

WORKING  FOR  THE  A.  D.  T. 

By  C.  LITTLE 

which  begins  in  that  number. 

“HAPPY  DAYS’7  also  contains  short  sketches  that  hold  you 
breathless,  interesting  articles,  the  funniest  of  funny  stories,  and  — 
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Held  Down  By  Poverty 

—  OR  — 

A  POOR  BOY'S  STRUGGLE  FOR  SUCCESS 


By  GASTON  GARNE 


(A  Serial  Story.) 

CHAPTER  XX. 

The  Bookkeeper  Decides  On  A  New  Plan. 

The  call  came  from  below,  but  Bones  was  not 
in  a  condition  to  make  any  answer  to  it.  Grumb¬ 
ling  something  about  the  dog  making  him  come 
all  the  way  up  the  stairs,  the  man  continued  on, 
and  when  Harry  estimated  that  he  was  about 
half-way  up  the  top  stairway  he  stepped  forward 
with  the  heavy  bundle  in  his  hands  and  held  high 
about  his  head. 

The  man  did  not  look  up,  and  therefore  had  no 
chance  to  dodge,  which  would  have  been  difficult, 
however,  on  that  narrow  stairway,  and  when  the 
enfolded  dog  hit  him  full  in  the  chest  he  went 
flying  down  to  the  bottom  of  the  flight. 

There  he  lay,  stunned,  and  Harry  dashed  down 
the  stairs,  leaped  over  him  and  Bones,  rushed 
down  the  other  flights,  reached  the  lower  hallway, 
saw  nobody  to  oppose  him,  got  to  the  door,  drew 
back  the  catch  and  flung  it  open,  and  ran  down 
the  short  flight  of  steps  to  the  street. 

“Whew!”  ejaculated  our  hero.  “What  is  com¬ 
ing  next?” 

Harry  walked  rapidly  away  from  the  house  un¬ 
til  he  came  to  where  a  bright  electric  light  was 
shining,  and  then  he  came  to  a  halt.  He  saw  that 
he  was  very  dusty  and  dirty,  and  that  his  wrists 
looked  raw  and  sore  from  the  effects  of  the  cords 
that  had  bound  them  so  tightly,  but  otherwise  he 
was  all  right,  and  he  could  not  help  feeling  elated 
to  think  that  he  had  once  more  escaped  from  his 
persistent  enemies. 

He  stopped  at  a  bootblack  stand,  had  his  shoes 
olislied,  and  was  then  neatly  brushed  off  by  the 
ootblack  and  then  continued  on  his  way  and  went 
home. 

He  did  not  wish  his  mother  to  be  alarmed  about 
his  safety,  so  said  nothing  about  his  recent  ad¬ 
venture,  merely  telling  her  that  he  had  been  de¬ 
tained,  but  not  informing  her  of  the  character  of 
the  detention.  He  thought  deeply  over  the  matter, 
however,  and  came  to  the  conclusion  that  his  ene¬ 
mies  would  not  let  up  in  their  efforts  to  get  him 
and  put  him  out  of  the  way  for  a  considerable 
time,  and  resolved  that  from  that  hour  he  would 
be  more  on  his  guard  than  ever. 

His  adventure  did  not  prevent  him  from  sleep¬ 
ing  as  only  young  and  healthy  persons  can  sleep, 
and  he  was  as  good  as  ever  when  he  started  out 
©n  his  way  to  the  market  in  the  morning. 

He  was  about  a  block  from  his  home  when  he 
heard  his  name  called,  and  turning  around  he  saw 
one  of  the  Swamp  gang  standing  on  the  comer, 
looking  intently  at  something  he  held  in  his  hand. 

Harry  knew  him  as  Ginger  Jake,  a  red-haired 


young  fellow  about  his  own  age,  who  had  never 
done  a  day's  work  in  his  life. 

“What  is  it,  Jake?”  he  asked. 

“Look  at  this,”  requested  the  other  as  Harry 
came  up  to  him,  and  he  held  out  his  hand,  in  the 
palm  of  which  lay  a  ten-cent  piece. 

“What  about  it?”,  asked  Harry,  wondering  if 
this  was  another  trap  to  get  him  in  trouble. 

“Just  take  a  good  look  at  the  plug  in  this 
coin,”  requested  Jake,  turning  the  money  over. 
“It's  a  Canadian  dime,  and  the  half  of  it,  nearly, 
is  filled  with  a  plug,  and  I  think  the  plug  is  gold. 
What  do  you  think?” 

Harry  looked  at  it  closely  and  shook  his  head. 

“No,”  he  said,  “that’s  copper.” 

“Then  it’s  not  worth  even  a  dime?” 

“I  should  say  not.  You’d  have  trouble  passing 
that  even  on  a  blind  man,  Jake.  The  coin  is 
really  worthless.” 

“Then  I’ll  keep  it  for  a  pocket-piece,”  said  Gin¬ 
ger  Jake,  and  slouched  away  with  a  disappointed 
expression  on  his  face,  while  Harry  continued  on 
his  way  to  the  market,  and  thought  no  more  of 
the  matter  at  the  moment,  but  the  time  was  to 
come  when  that  plugged  Canadian  ten-cent  piece 
was  destined  to  play  a  most  important  part. 

Our  hero  did  not  doubt  that  Griggs  and  Barnett 
were  concerned  in  the  adventure  of  the  night  be¬ 
fore,  and  when  he  walked  into  the  place  he  looked 
slyly  at  both  of  them.  Once  more  he  caught  a 
look  of  utter  astonishment  on  their  faces,  and  was 
at  once  assured  that  they  were  more  than  sur¬ 
prised  to  see  him  that  morning  at  his  post. 

He  made  no  sign,  however,  that  he  had  noted 
anything,  and  went  about  his  duties  as  usual. 
Half  an  hour  later  the  porter  slipped  out  of  the 
place  at  a  signal  from  the  bookkeeper,  a  troubled 
expression  on  his  face. 

He  was  back  in  ten  minutes,  and  at  the  first 
opportunity  went  over  to  the  outside  desk  with 
his  chamois  skin  and  began  to  polish  the  brass- 
work,  while  he  and  Griggs  talked  in  their  sly 
way. 

“How  was  it  that  they  slipped  up?”  softly  mur¬ 
mured  Griggs,  bending  over  a  book  and  appearing 
to  make  an  entry.  * 

“They  didn’t,”  growled  Barrett. 

“What!” 

“I  tell  you  they  got  him.” 

“They  did?” 

“Yes,  just  as  it  was  planned,  and  they  bound 
him  hand  and  foot  and  put  him  up  in  a  top  room 
in  the  dark,  with  Billy  Brooks  downstairs  on 
guard  and  Bones  *  roaming  around  the  top  floor 
where  the  kid  lay,  and  the  first  thing  you  know 
Billy  hears  something  suspicious  up  above  and 
goes  up  calling  to  the  dog  and  getting  no  answer. 

“Up  he  goes,  and  was  not  half-way  up  when 
something  hits  him  an  awful  crack,  and  down 
the  stairs  he  goes,  knocked  senseless,  and  when 
he  comes  to  his  senses  he  gets  up  and  sees  some¬ 
thing  on  the  floor  that  looks  like  a  big  bundle. 

“He  unfastens  the  bundle  and  inside  he  finds 
Bones,  dead  as  a  doornail,  with  his  eyes  popping 
out  of  his  head.  The  dog  had  been  killed  and 
wrapped  in  the  same  cloth  that  the  gang  threw 
over  the  kid’s  head  when  they  got  him,  and  then 
the  kid  had  tied  the  brute  up  in  the  cloth  and 
used  him  for  a  weapon. 


(To  be  continued.) 


FAME  AND  FORTUNE  WEEKLY 


23 


ITEMS  OF  GENERAL  INTEREST 


PIKE  LIVES  267  YEARS 
The  pike,  though  greedy  and  fond  of  heavy 
meals,  is  slow  growing,  and  is  believed  to  live 
longer  than  any  other  species  of  fish.  A  Swiss 
naturalist  his  recorded  the  history  of  one  that 
was  267  years  old.  It  had  spent  its  entire  exis¬ 
tence  as  a  prisoner  in  a  fish  pond. 


BURIED  SHELLS 

Shells  buried  in  northern  France  during  the 
war  continue  to  explode  occasionally  when  struck 
by  peasants’  plows,  adding  to  the  war  casualties 
four  years  after  the  cessation  of  hostilities.  The 
question  is  often  asked  whether  an  unexploded 
shell  ever  becomes  harmless.  Some  experts  say 
never,  unless  exposed  to  the  air,  while  others  con¬ 
tend  that  live  shell's  become  “duds”  after  many 
years. 

The  theory  that  the  latter  are  dead  is  hardly 
borne  out  by  an  incident  which  recently  occurred 
in  a  Paris  hotel.  A  projectile  of  the  time  of  Na¬ 
poleon  III  had  long  been  used  by  the  hotel  em¬ 
ployees  as  a  pestle  and  had  several  times  been 
fitted  with  new  handles  to  replace  those  pounded 
off.  Recently  it  was  left  in  close  proximity  to  the 
hotel  furnace,  with  the  result  that  the  hotel  en¬ 
gineer  had  gone  into  the  class  of  casualties  of  the 
war  of  1870  and  the  hotel  is  undergoing  import¬ 
ant  repairs. 


EAGLE  CAUGHT  IN  COYOTE  TRAP 

Making  the  rounds  of  traps  set  for  coyotes  in 
the  lonely  fastnesses  of  a  forest  near  Raton, 
Colo.,  a  New  Mexican  trapper  came  upon  an  odd 
sight. 

An  eagle  was  caught  in  one  of  the  traps.  Its 
great  wings  were  beating  in  a  futile  effort  to  tear 
loose  from  the  cruel  fangs  of  the  contraption  and 
it  was  giving  vent  to  its  anger  in  rasping  screams. 
One  foot  had  hit  the  mouth  of  the  trap  as  the 
eagle  had  alighted  on  the  ground  and  the  king 
of  the  air  was  caught. 

The  trapper  secured  the  bird  by  lassoing  it  and 
choking  it  into  temporary  helplessness.  He  started 
for  Raton,  but  on  the  way  met  T.  P.  Hammond,  a 
Steamboat  Springs  man,  en  route  to  Denver. 
Hammond  purchased  the  bird  and  brought  it  to 
Denver  for  the  purpose  of  mounting. 

The  eagle  weighed  about  ten  pounds  and  had 
a  wing  spread  of  about  seven  and  one-half  feet. 
It  was  of  the  customary  brownish  gray  color,  with 
indefinite  markings. 


ments  from  the  air.  As  most  people  know,  the 
air  consists  of  nitrogen  and  oxygen  with  certain 
small  proportions  of  the  gases  neon  and  argon. 
Each  of  these  gases  is  now  being  “fixed”  and 
marketed.  Vast  quantities  of  nitrogen  are  being 
taken  from  the  air  and  used  for  agricultural  pur¬ 
poses.  A  ton  of  wheat  takes  away  fifty  pounds 
of  nitrogen  from  the  soil  in  which  it  is  grown, 
and  a  similar  quantity  must  be  replaced  by  the 
farmer  to  keep,  the  soil  good.  And  the  fertilizer 
he  now  uses  to  do  this  is  in  many  cases  made 
from  the  air. 

The  manufacture  of  atmospheric  fertilizer  is 
carried  on  in  Norway,  and  thousands  of  tons  are 
being  produced  each  year.  Norway  is  particular¬ 
ly  suitable  for  work  of  this  kind  which  can  only 
be  carried  on  successfully  where  there  are  good 
supplies  of  cheap  water  power. 

Henry  Ford  evolved  the  idea  of  using  the 
power  of  Muscle  Shoals  for  making  fertilizer 
from  the  air  as  a  means  of  competing  with  nit¬ 
rates  that  are  at  present  received  from  Chile  His 
contention  that  the  “air”  fertilizer  could  be 
produced  at  a  cost  for  below  that  of  “mined” 
nitrate. 
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FORTUNE  MAY  BE  MADE  FROM  AIR 
At  f request  intervals,  the  newspapers  are  aglow 
with  the  exploits  of  some  get-rich-quick  schemer 
who  has  hit  upon  a  novel  idea  to  feed  to  a  gulli¬ 
ble  public.  All  this  makes  interesting  reading, 
provided,  of  course,  that  the  reader  doesn’t  hap¬ 
pen  to  be  one  of  the  fleeced.  Now  comes  science 
with  a  scheme  that  has  all  the  earmarks  of  legit¬ 
imacy  because  it  is  designed  to  render  service  to 
civilization  and  at  the  same  time  a  fortune  to 
whoever  puts  the  scheme  into  operation. 

The  scheme  consists  of  extracting  useful  ele- 
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The  Mystery  Of  The  Iron  Coffin 


By  PAUL  BRADDON. 


It  matters  not  how  long  it  may  be  given  me  to 
live,  I  shall  never  forget  the  experiences  which 
form  the  foundation  of  this  story. 

During  the  forty  years  of  active  duty  as  a  de¬ 
tective,  I  may  naturally  be  supposed  to  have  met 
with  some  remarkable  adventures,  and  peculiar 
experiences. 

Such  is  the  fact. 

But  the  experience  I  shall  now  relate  is  the 
most  remarkable  of  all.  — 

As  I  recall  it  to  mind  I  am,  as  ever,  impressed 
with  the  truth  of  the  old  adage  that  “truth  is 
stranger  than  faction.” 

That  my  story  is  an  illustration  of  this  I  am 
sure  you  will  concede. 

But  enough  of  prelude. 

Now  to  my  narrative. 

One  night  of  storm,  when  the  elements  were 
(waging  a  wild  warfare;  when  the  winds  howled 
like  demons  at  strife;  when  the  lightning  flashed; 
when  the  rain  descended  in  torrents,  and  every 
living  creature  had  fled  to  shelter,  it  was  my  fate 
to  be  exposed. 

I  was  riding  along  a  country  road  in  the  State 
of  New  York,  urging  my  tired  horse  to  frantic 
exertion. 

In  the  distance  I  discovered  the  glimmer  of  a 
light. 

A  moment  later  a  voice  came  to  me  out  of  the 
storm,  and  I  encountered  a  countryman  going  in 
the  opposite  direction. 

“What  light  is  that  I  see  in  the  distance,  my 
friend?”  I  asked. 

“I  don’t  know.  I  should  say  it  was  a  light  in 
Harksley  Hall,  if  I  didn’t  know  the  place  had  not 
been  inhabited  for  years,”  said  the  man. 

Then  he  rode  on. 

“Some  wayfarer  caught  in  the  storm  like  my¬ 
self  may  have  sought  shelter  there  and  produced 
a  light,”  I  thought 

Then  I  urged  my  horse  forward  again. 

In  a  few  moments  I  reached  an  old  ruin. 

The  light  was  gone. 

Yet  I  was  certain  I  had  seen  one  there. 

“No  doubt  I  shall  find  someone  within.  The 
closing  of  a  blind,  or  the  like,  may  have  served 
to  hide  the  light  for  the  moment,”  I  reflected. 

I  leaped  from  my  horse. 

Then,  leading  my  weary  steed,  I  made  my  way 
over  the  thick  turf  to  the  rear  of  the  house. 

The  many  sounds  of  the  storm  made  a  pende- 
monj.um  of  noise. 

It  would  render  any  sound  occasioned  by  the 
footfall  of  my  horse  inaudible  within  the  house. 

Reaching  the  rear  of  the  dilapidated  old 
building,  I  fflund  a  tumbled-down  shed. 

Into  this  I  walked  the  horse. 

Having  secured  him,  I  started  for  the  ruin. 

An  occasional  flash  of  lightning  guided  me. 

I  reached  the  house. 

At  the  rear  door  I  paused. 

My  hand  was  on  the  knob. 


I  listened. 

I  opened  the  door,  for  it  was  not  secured  in 
any  way,  and  groped  my  way  along. 

I  was  in  a  narrow  hall. 

Presently  I  came  to  a  door. 

I  opened  it. 

Then  I  suddenly  paused. 

To  my  ears  came  the  sound  of  human  voices. 

I  listened  intently. 

I  soon  convinced  myself  that  I  heard  two  men 
talking. 

But,  as  their  voices  were  muffled,  I  knew  that 
they  were  in  the  room  beyond  the  one  I  had  en¬ 
tered. 

I  crossed  the  apartment. 

Then  I  saw  a  ray  of  light. 

It  came  from  beneath  a  door. 

To  the  door  I  crept. 

Something  warned  me  to  proceed  with  caution. 

I  dropped  my  hand  upon  the  butt  of  my  pistol. 

I  could  draw  it  instantly,  should  occasion  re¬ 
quire  its  use. 

I  cautiously  pushed  the  door  ajar. 

Only  an  inch  did  I  open  it. 

This  enabled  me  to  command  an  excellent  view 
of  the  room  within. 

What  I  saw  surprised  me. 

Moreover,  it  startled  me. 

In  the  corner  of  the  room  stood  a  coffin. 

It  was  a  metallic  burial  casket. 

Beside  the  iron  coffin  stood  two  men. 

A  lantern  on  the  table  in  one  corner  of  the 
room  illuminated  it. 

To  my  surprise  I  saw  that  the  room  was  mag¬ 
nificently  furnished.  • 

More,  the  furniture  was  new. 

At  a  glance  I  realized  that  I  had  accidentally 
met  the  perpetrators  of  a  dark  crime. 

Both  men  were  masked. 

Suddenly  a  door  in  the  wall  opened,  and  a  third 
masked  man  appeared. 

In  his  arms  he  carried  a  white-robed  form. 

It  was  a  female  form. 

The  lady  was  young. 

She  was  also  lovely. 

I  obtained  a  good  view  of  her  face. 

It  was  pale. 

As  white  as  death  she  looked,  but  the  heaving 
of  her  bosom  assured  me  she  was  not  dead. 

I  suspected  she  had  been  drugged. 

My  suspicion  was  almost  instantly  confirmed. 

“The  choloform  has  rendered  her  helpless.  Now 
place  her  in  the  coffin,  and  we  will  consign  her  to 
the  tomb,”  said  one  of  the  masks. 

“Good  heavens!”  I  exclaimed,  mentally.  “The 
wretches  mean  to  bury  that  fair  young  girl  alive.” 

The  wretches  placed  the  girl  in  the  coffin. 

Then  they  secured  the  lid. 

This  done,  they  passed  through  a  side  door. 

.As  they  went,  one  of  them  said:  . 

“We’ll  go  and  take  a  drink  to  steady  our  nerves, 
and  then  we’ll  get  the  job  over  as  soon  as  we 
can.” 

In  a  moment  they  were  gone. 

“If  I  could  only  get  the  girl  out  of  the  coffin 
before  the  assassins  return,  I’ll  mount  my  horse, 
and,  with  her  in  my  arms,  away  to  some  place  of 
safety.” 

Stealthily  I  entered  the  room. 

I  crept  to  the  coffin. 
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Suddenly  I  heard  a  sound  from  the  room  into 
which  the  masked  men  had  gone. 

I  started,  and  at  the  some  moment,  through 
the  door  on  the  other  side  of  the  room,  rushed 
a  beautiful  woman,  with  a  candle  in  her  hand. 

At  the  sight  of  me  she  was  startled. 

I  heard  the  masked  men  coming  back. 

I  rushed  for  the  door  through  which  I  had 
come. 

I  had  almost  reached  it  when  the  masked  men 
dashed  into  view. 

At  the  same  moment  I  sprang  through  the  door 
I  had  entered  by. 

I  did  not  see  the  man  behind  it. 

The  next  instant  I  received  from  his  hand  a 
terrible  blow  on  the  head. 

The  blow  rendered  me  unconscious. 

When  I  returned  to  my  senses,  as  I  did  pres¬ 
ently,  I  found  myself  in  darkness. 

The  place  was  cold  and  damp.  # 

I  carefully  examined  the  wall. 

I  worked  at  the  wall  until  I  had  made  an  open¬ 
ing  sufficiently  large  enough  to  admit  of  the  pas¬ 
sage  of  my  body. 

Through  the  opening  I  crawled. 

I  found  myself  in  the  cellar,  under  the  old 
mansion  called  Harksley  Hall. 

A  light  came  through'  a  window. 

I  crept  out  of  the  cellar,  and,  under  cover  of 
the  shrubbery,  made  my  way  to  the  shed  in  which 
I  had  left  my  horse. 

The  animal  was  gone. 

“The  assassins  think  me  dead;  they  have  re¬ 
moved  my  horse,”  I  thought. 

But  the  mystery  of  the  iron  coffin  I  meant  to 
solve. 

I  stole  to  the  house. 

Noiselessly  I  entered  the  same  door  through 
which  I  passed  before. 

All  was  silence. 

I  made  my  way  to  where  I  expected  to  find  the 
door  of  the  room  in  which  I  had  seen  the  iron 
coffin. 

There  was  no  door  there. 

The  truth  flashed  across  my  mind. 

The  door  had  been  walled  up. 

I  drew  a  knife  which  was  concealed  on  my 
person. 

I  wTas  about  to  attack  the  'wall,  when  I  heard 
a  heavy  step  on  the  walk  outside  the  house. 

Hastily  I  concealed  myself  in  a  closet. 

Presently  an  old  woman  came  in. 

She  passed  me. 

I  followed  her. 

She  led  me  to  the  second  story  of  the  house. 

Then  she  paused,  and  passed  upon  a  panel  of 
the  oaken  wainscoting. 

It  flew  open. 

The  old  woman  disappeared. 

I  waited,  half  an  hour. 

Then  the  old  woman  came  out. 

She  passed  by  the  closet  in  wThich  I  was  con¬ 
cealed. 

From  a  window  I  saw  her  leave  the  house. 

Then  I  tried  the  panel,  and  opened  it. 

I  found  a  narrow  passage  and  a  flight  of  stairs, 
not  more  than  two  and  a  half  or  three  feet  wide, 
that  passed  downward  between  two  partitions. 

The  states  ended  at  a  panel, 

I  opened  it.  ■"  7  ,  * 


The  next  moment  I  found  myself  in  the  room 
in  which  I  had  seen  the  coffin  of  iron. 

The  beautiful  girl  I  saw  placed  in  the  coffin 
was  there. 

She  was  chained  to  the  wall. 

I  set  to  work  to  liberate  her. 

Then  we  fled  from  the  house. 

As  we  were  leaving  it,  the  old  woman  appeared 
on  the  threshold  and  threw  herself  before  us. 

I  hurled  the  woman  aside,  and  we  passed  the 
door  and  gained  the  highway. 

Over  a  hill,  just  beyond,  was  a  village,  which 
we  reached  in  safety,  and  there  the  girl  told  me 
her  story. 

Her  name  was  Ethel  Leville,  and  she  witnessed 
the  assassination  of  an  old  man — a  miser — who 
was  murdered  in  his  cottage  beyond  the  village 
three  days  before. 

For  fear  her  evidence  would  betray  them,  the 
masked  men  who  were  trie  assassins  of  the  miser 
had  abducted  Ethel  from  the  house  of  her  mother, 
a  poor  widow,  and  taken  her  to  the  old  ruin,  in¬ 
tending  to  murder  her. 

After  she  was  placed  in  the  coffin,  with  the  in¬ 
tention  of  burying  her  alive,  and  after  I  was 
knocked  senseless,  an  influential  member  of  the 
gang  of  outlaws,  who  professed  to  love  Ethel,  ar¬ 
rived,  and  prevailed  upon  the  others  to  spare  her 
life. 

So  they  agree  to  keep  her  a  captive  for  the 
resent,  and  the  doors  of  what  was  intended  to 
e  her  prison  were  walled  up  by  a  skillful  mason 
who  was  a  member  of  the  band,  so  as  the  better 
to  guard  against  discovery. 

The  old  woman  was  a  half-demented  creature 
who  had  secretly  made  Harksley  Hall  her  home 
for  some  time. 

Now  it  chanced,  as  luck  wrnuld  have  it,  that  I 
was  in  pursuit  of  the  band  who  murdered  the  old 
miser. 

I  had  been  engaged  by  his  relatives  to  hunt 
down  his  assassins. 

Ethel  gave  me  much  valuable  information  re¬ 
garding  them,  and  that  very  night,  accompanied 
by  the  village  constable  and  a  posse  of  law-abid¬ 
ing  citizens,  I  set  out  for  one  of  the  secret  ren¬ 
dezvous  of  the  band,  the  location  of  which  Ethel 
had  learned  from  hearing  them  talk  while  they 
supposed  she  was  unconscious. 

The  band  was  assembled  there,  and  so  without 
much  of  a  fight,  we  captured  them  all. 

The  ringleader  made  a  confession,  and  the  as¬ 
sassins  were  convicted. 

As  for  Ethel,  she  became  the  wife  of  an  honest 
merchant  in  the  village,  and  lives  happily. 


FIND  $16,000  IN  HERMIT’S  BED 
Carl  Jenson,  64,  who  lived  as  a  hermit  on  his 
80-acre  farm  near  Clay  Center,  ten  miles  east  of 
Toledo,  O.,  was  found  dead  in  his  bed,  in  which 
he  had  concealed  $16,000  in  currency,  recently. 
Near  the  bed  were  several  clubs  which  Jenson  had 
fitted  up  with  spikes  and  loaded  with  lead,  and  a 
gun  was  at  hand,  apparently  for  use  in  case  of 
attempted  robbery. 

Neighbors  found  him  with  his  boots  on  and 
fully  clothed.  George  Burman,  undertaker,  found 
an  old  grain  sack  in  the  bed  which  had  the  $16,- 
000  in  $20,  $50  and  $100.  bills. 
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he  had  appropriated;  another  purporting  to  be 
addressed  to  his  mother,  asking  her  forgiveness 
for  his  wayward  career,  and  a  third  to  the  news¬ 
papers  said  the  hold-up  was  his  first  crime  and 
would  be  his  last. 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 

GETS  $10,000  FOR  CHILD’S  LEG 
The  Yonkers  Railroad  Company  settled  $10,000 
on  Rita  Coyne,  7  years  old,  of  Yonkers,  N.  Y.,  for 
the  loss  of  her  right  leg.  The  settlement  was  ar¬ 
ranged  by  former  Assemblyman  William  S.  Cof¬ 
fey,  who  appeared  for  Michael  Coyne,  the  father 
of  the  child.  The  little  girl  was  on  a  sled  riding 
down  Yonkers  avenue,  Sherwood  Park,  when  a. 
trolley  car  ran  into  her.  Her  leg  was  cut  off. 

Mr.  Coyne  was  about  to  sue  for  $25,000  when 
the  settlement  was  made. 


MUMMIFIED  INDIAN  UNEARTHED 
The  discovery  of  a  partly  mummified  body  of  a 
prehistoric  Indian,  an  “Izark  Bluff  Dweller,”  at 
the  base  of  the  bluffs  on  the  Cow  Skin  River, 
near  Noel,  Mo.,  March  13,  added  zest  to  the  work 
of  archeologists,  who  have  unearthed  here  many 
souvenirs  of  a  race  long  dead.  The  party  con¬ 
ducting  the  excavation  represents  the  Museum  of 
the  American  Indian,  Heye  Foundation,  New 
York  City. 

The  skeleton  was  wrapped  in  ragged  deer  skin 
robes  and  covered  with  grass  matting.  The  deer 
skins  were  belted  with  a  fur  girdle.  A  grass 
basket,  believed  once  to  have  contained  food,  was 
found  buried  nearby. 


BANDIT  LOCKS  DELIVERY  MAN  IN 
BATHROOM 

A  man  called  at  a  clothing  store  in  Buffalo,  N. 
Y.,  March  13  and  ordered  a  complete  spring  out¬ 
fit  sent  to  his  room  at  a  prominent  hotel.  When 
the  deliverymen  arrived  with  the  packages  he 
held  them  up  with  a  revolver,  locked  them  in  the 
bathroom  and  fled  with  the  clothing,  valued  at 
about  $300. 

The  deliverymen  were  released  when  a  note 
tied  to  a  cap  thrown  out  of  the  bathroom  window 
landed  at  the  feet  of  a  policeman. 

The  bandit,  who  had  registered  as  B.  L.  Hardy, 
Lynn,  Mass.,  left  three  notes.  One  apologized  to 
the  store,  saying  he  would  pay  for  the  clothing 


WILLS  SON  $5  FOR  A  NOOSE 

“I  give  and  bequeath  to  my  son,  William  P. 
Paulich,  $5  with  which  to  buy  a  rope  to  hang 
himself." 

This  statement  in  the  will  of  Joseph  Paulich 
has  caused  the  son  to  contest  probate  on  the 
ground  that  it  was  made  under  undue  influence 
of  his  stepmother,  Mrs.  Magdalena  Paulich  of 
New  York,  who  inherits  the  bulk  of  the  $16,000 
estate.  The  will  continues: 

‘‘I  only  make  this  provision  for  reasons  well 
known  to  myself  and  to  all  my  family  and  friends, 
and  for  the  further  season  that  during  his  whole 
life  time  he  has  been  disobedient  and  ungrateful." 

The  father  made  *the  will  following  a  bitter 
quarrel  with  his  son  on  Labor  Day,  1920,  accord¬ 
ing  to  testimony  of  a  witness  in  Surrogate’s 
Court,  Rochester,  N.  Y.,  recently.  Subsequently 
father  and  son  were  reconciled,  but  the  father 
neglected  to  have  the  will  changed  before  he  died 
Dec.  15,  last. 


Statement;  of  the  ownership,  management,  etc  in¬ 
quired  by  the  Act  of  Congress  of  August  24  1912  nt 
“FAME  AND  FORTUNE  WEEKLY,”  published  weekta 
at  New  York,  N.  Y.,  for  April  1,  192^  State  o 1  New 
New  lork.  County  of  New  York Before  me  a  Notary 
Public  m  and  for  the  State  and  county  aforesaid  ner- 
sonally  appeared  Luis  Senarens,  who,  having  been’  dulv 
sworn  according  to  law,  deposes  and  says  that  he  is  tin 
editor  of  "FAME  AND  FORTUNE  WEEKLY"  and  that 
the  following  is,  to  the  best  of  his  knowledge  and  belief 
a  true  statement  of  the  ownership,  management  etc  of 
the  aforesaid  publication  for  the  date  shown  in  "tin 
above  caption  required  by  the  Act  of  August  24, 1912  em- 
bedied  in  section  443,  Postal  Laws  and  Regulations,  To 


1.  That  the  names  and  addresses  of  the  publisher 
editor  and  business  manager  are:  Publisher— Harry  E 
Wolff,  ^Wisher,  luc-  166  West  23d  Street,  New  York 
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2.  That  the  owners  are:  Harry  E.  Wolff,  Publisher 

Inc.,  166  West  23d  Street,  New  York,  N.  Y.  •  Harrv  p* 
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166  West  23d  Street,  New  York,  N.  Y. ;  R.  W.  Desbeeker’ 
166  West  23d  Street,  New  York,  N.  Y. ;  C.  W.  Hasting’ 
166  West  23d  Street,  New  York,  N.  Y.  tings* 


3.  That  the  known  bondholders,  mortgagees  and  other 
security  holders  owning  or  holding  1  per  cent  or  more 
of  total  amount  of  bonds,  mortgages  or  other  securi- 
Ljes  are :  None. 

4.  That  the  two  paragraphs  next  above  giving  the 
names  of  the  owners,  stockholders  and  security  holders 
if  any,  contain  not  only  the  list  of  stockholders  and  se¬ 
curity  holders  as  they  appear  upon  the  books  of  the 
company,  but  also,  in  cases  where  the  stockholder  or 
security  holder  appears  upon  the  books  of  the  company 
as  trustee  or  in  any  other  fiduciary  relation,  the  name  of 
the  person  or  corporation  for  whom  such  trustee  is  act¬ 
ing  is  given;  also  that  th'e  said  two  paragraphs  con¬ 
tain  statements  embracing  affiant’s  full  knowledge  and 
belief  as  to  the  circumstances  and  conditions  under 
which  stockholders  and  security  holders  who  do  not 
appear  upon  the  books  of  the  company  as  trustees  hold 
stock  and  securities  in  a  capacity  other  than  that  of  a 
bona-fide  owner;  and  this  affiant  has  no  reason  to  be¬ 
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LUIS  SENARENS,  Editor. 


Sworn  to  and  subscribed  before  me  this  27th  day  of 
March,  1923.  Seymour  W.  Steiner.  (My  Commisslom 
expires  March  30,  1924.) 
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INTERESTING  NEWS  ARTICLES 


HOGS  CLOSE  DOORS 

B.  A.  Park,  a  farmer  living  near  Missouri  Val¬ 
ley,  Iowa,  who  is  also  a  successful  stock  raiser, 
has  interested  a  lot  of  farmers  in  his  unique  and 
successful  way  of  training  his  hogs  to  pass 
through  a  swinging  door  in  his  hog  house. 

Desiring  as  nearly  an  airtight  hog  house  as 
possible,  Mr.  Park  placed  a  door  in  the  house 
which  swings  both  ways.  He  was  puzzled  when 
the  door  was  first  put  in  place  to  know  how  it 
was  going  to  operate,  and  hit  upon  an  ingenious 
plan.  Knowing  the  inquisitive  nature  of  hogs 
he  first  placed  a  cleat  in  such  a  position  that  it 
held  the  door  open  slightly,  just  enough  for  the 
;  gs  to  insert  their  snouts  and  push  their  way 
iii co  or  out  of  the  house.  After  a  few  days’  use 
c  the  door  in  this  way  he  took  away  the  cleat; 
adowing  the  door  to  close  tightly.  By  this  time, 
however,  the  hogs  had  learned  that  all  they  had 
to  do  was  to  push  slightly  against  the  door,  pass . 
in  or  out  and  the  door  would  swing  back  into 
place. 


WOMAN  LANDS  BURGLAR  BEHIND  BARS 

Mrs.  Charles  Carroll  of  100  West  Eighty-sixth 
street,  New  York,  noticed  that  the  front  door  of 
her  apartment  on  the  fifth  floor  of  that  address 
had  been  jimmied  when  she  got  home  from  shop¬ 
ping  the  other  afternoon  at  1  o’clock.  She  did 
not  give  the  alarm,  but  went  downstairs  and 
watched,  and  when  she  saw  two  young  men, 
strangers,  leave  the  house  she  followed  them. 

At  Broadway  and  Eighty-seventh  street  Patrol¬ 
man  M.  J.  Kelly  captured  one  of  them,  a  seven¬ 
teen-year-old  boy  who  gave  his  name  as  John 
McNeeley  of  117  East  Eighty-ninth  street.  Mrs. 
Carroll  said  she  saw  him  throw  something  into 
the  cellar  of  203  West  Eighty- seventh  street.  De¬ 
tectives  went  there  later  and  found  several  pieces 
of  jewelry  which  she  identified  as  hers.  When 
she  got  home  she  found  that  her  apartment  had 
been  ransacked.  The  other  man  vanished. 

After  talking  to  McNeeley  the  detectives  went 
to  the  home  of  Mrs.  Catherine  Correale  in  128 
East  Eighty-sixth  street,  where  they  found  $5,000 
worth  of  jewelry  which  they  said  had  been  stolen 
from  various  apartments  in  the  last  six  months. 
Mrs.  Correale  was  arrested,  charged  with  re¬ 
ceiving  stolen  goods. 


FIND  MAN’S  SKELETON 

The  well-preserved  skeleton  of  a  man  who  lived 
in  the  stone  age,  6,000  years  ago,  has  just  been 
found  on  the  west  coast  of  Sweden  by  a  com¬ 
mission  of  archeologists  which  has  been  combing 
the  countryside  for  ancient  relics  to  be  placed  on 
exhibition  at  the  exposition  in  Gothenburg  this 
summer. 

The  Swedish  experts,  15  in  number,  have  been 
at.  work  for  about  seven  years  and  have  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  collecting  20,000  relics  of  antiquity.  The 
results  of  their  labor  have  been  an  accumulation 
of  proofs  that  the  North  Sea  coast  of  Sweden 
was  inhabited  as  early  as  3,000  B.  C. 

The  stone  age  skeleton,  which  is  now  being 


mounted  in  Gothenburg,  was  found  during  exca¬ 
vations  at  Kungsbacka,  a  few  miles  south  of 
Stockholm.  The  ancient  site  of  Kungsbacka  has 
been  chosen  by  some  critics  as  the  probable  seat 
of  Beowulf,  the  hero  of  the  oldest  epic  poem  in 
English  literature;  but  Beowulf  was  a  newcomer 
compared  with  the  stone  age  man,  who  lived  about 
4,000  years  before  him. 

The  relics  now  brought  to  light  include  flint 
tools  and  weapons,  ornaments,  etc.  In  one  of  the 
graves  about  2,000  years  old  were  found  the  re¬ 
mains  of  a  woman  and  her  equipment,  consisting 
of  an  amber  necklace,  weaver’s  reeds  and  distaff. 


WEALTHY  BACHELOR  ENDS  LIFE  IN 
LAKE 

The  body  of  W.  Lyle  Swett,  wealthy  bachelor 
farmer  and  recluse  residing  about  two  miles  be¬ 
low  Hightstown,  N.  J.,  was  discovered  in  a  small 
lake  on  his  property  recently  by  a  friend,  Dr. 
George  A.  Silver,  of  Hightstown.  Swett  is  be¬ 
lieved  to  have  been  a  suicide. 

Swett’s  father  committed  suicide  about  fifteen 
years  ago,  as  did  an  uncle.  His  brother,  C.  For¬ 
rest  Swett,  a  local  newspaper  man,  ended  his  life 
by  inhaling  illuminating  gas  a  few  years  ago.  His 
brother’s  wife  also  was  a  suicide.  A  cousin  ended 
his  life  some  years  ago.  W.  Lyle  Swett  is  the 
sixth  of  the  Swett  family  to  commit  suicide. 

Swett  had  been  acting  strangely  and  had  suf¬ 
fered  from  melancholy  since  the  death  several 
weeks  ago  of  his  aunt,  Miss  Helen  Stults,  who  had 
kept  house  for  him  for  a  number  of  years.  Since 
her  death  he  had  been  living  alone  in  the  house 
which  although  located  hardly  more  than  a  mile 
from  Hightstown,  is  somewhat  isolated. 

According  to  the  authorities,  Swett  had  at¬ 
tempted  to  slay  himself  with  a  revolver  which 
was  found  near  the  body.  A  bullet  wound  was 
discovered  in  his  lip  but  it  was  slight.  Failing  to 
kill  himself  with  the  weapon  Swett  is  believed  to 
have  thrown  himself  face  downward  into  the  lake. 
He  was  found  in  that  position. 

A  pet  horse  of  the  farmer’s  was  found  slain 
near  its  stable.  An  axe  had  been  used. 

Dr.  Silver  is  of  the  opinion  that  Swett  singled 
the  horse  out  from  among  his  other  animals  be¬ 
cause  he  had  been  devoted  to  the  animal  and  did 
not  want  it  to  be  subject  to  harsh  treatment  after 
he  died. 

Swett  wrote  a  letter  to  Dr.  Silver.  In  this  let¬ 
ter  he  asked  the  physician  to  take  care  of  his 
property  in  the  event  of  anything  happening  to 
him. 

The  letter  left  Dr.  Silver  uneasy.  He  said  he 
thought  its  contents  over  and  then  decided  to  in¬ 
vestigate.  He  went  to  the  Swett  farm  with  an¬ 
other  man  and,  finding  the  doors  locked,  gained 
access  through  a  window.  Failing  to  find  any 
trace  of  the  farmer,  they  roamed  about  the 
grounds  and  finally  discovered  the  slain  horse. 
Footprints  led  from  the  horse  to  the  .lake,  and 
there  Swett’s  back  was  seen  above  the  waiter,  his 
face  submerged. 
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GOOD  READING 


MAINE’S  LARGEST  TREE 
What  is  believed  to  be  the  largest  tree  in 
J&iaine  is  being  cut  down  in  the  city  of  Augusta, 
ine  tree  grew  in  two  sections,  one  of  them  with 
a  circumference  of  24  feet  and  a  diameter  of  7 
1$iotJree  *nches,  the  other  with  a  circumference 
oi  la  feet  and  a  diameter  of  5  feet  9  inches. 


PUPILS  PLAY  WITH  BOMBS 
Two  steel  bombs  about  the  size  of  baseballs 
were  picked  up  by  the  police  in  West  Forty-eighth 
street  New  York,  after  school  children  had  played 
with  them  for  hours.  They  were  sent  to  the  po¬ 
lice  bureau  of  combustibles  for  analysis. 

Detective  Patrick  Murphy  of  the  West  Forty- 
seventh  street  station,  learned  that  boys  had 
picked  the  bombs  out  of  an  ash  can  in  front  of 
the  Union  Methodist  Episcopal  Church,  228  West 
Forty-eighth  street,  and  at  first  thought  there 
was  a  plot  to  blow  up  the  church. 

Further  investigation  disclosed  the  bombs  had 
been  made  by  Henri  Julliot,  a  French  inventor  of 
airplanes,  who  died  a  week  ago  at  230  West 
Forty-eighth  street.  His  landlady,  Mrs.  Polly 
Powell,  found  the  bombs  in  a  drawer  of  the  room 
Julliot  occupied  and  thought  they  were  harmless 
balls  of  string.  They  knocked  around  the  kitchen 
for  several  days,  and  were  thrown  out  with  some 
rubbish. 


FINDS  HUSBAND’S  BODY  IN  BOX 

The  body  of  Charles  G.  Service  was  found  the 
other  day  jammed  in  a  box  behind  the  counter  of 
his  tinsmithing  shop  at  52  Van  Sinderen  avenue, 
Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  by  his  wife,  Mrs.  Mary  Carden 
Service,  of  166  Herkimer  street,  Brooklyn,  and 
Louis  Struttwolf  of  54  Van  Sinderen  avenue.  An 
ambulance  surgeon  said  that  the  man  had  been 
dead  about  a  month. 

The  box  is  about  four  and  a  half  feet  long,  two 
feet  deep  and  two  feet  high.  It  was  closed  and 
the  hasp  was  down  over  the  staple  -when  Strutt¬ 
wolf  unlocked  the  door  of  the  shop  and  found 
it  behind  the  counter.  Probably  nothing  will  be 
known  of  the  manner  or  cause  of  death  until  an 
autopsy  has  been  performed. 

Mrs.  Service  told  the  police  that  her  husband 
frequently  left  her  and  stayed  away  for  weeks  at 
a  time,  and  that  the  last  time  he  went  away  was 
two  and  a  half  months  ago.  She  visited  his  shop 
several  times,  but  found  the  door  locked,  and 
Struttwolf,  who  had  a  key,  was  notified.  He 
unlocked  the  door  and  the  body  was  found. 


INDIANS  ON  WARPATH 
Blanding,  a  town  of  875  inhabitants,  is  be¬ 
leaguered  by  a  small  band  of  Piute  Indians.  Tele¬ 
phone  wires  have  been  cut  and  a  message  re¬ 
ceived  at  Monticello  by  courier  late  the  other 
afternoon  urged  the  formation  of  an  armed  body 
to  aid  the  inhabitants. 

The  latest  outbreak,  occurring  in  San  Juan 
county  in  the  southeastern  part  of  Utah,  was 
caused  by  the  arrest  and  detention  of  two  In¬ 


dian  youths  on  a  charge  of  robbery.  News  of 
their  incarceration  soon  reached  a  small  band  of 
renegade  Piutes,  including  “Old  Posey,”  who  has 
figured  in  previous  outbreaks.  Preparations  were 
made  by  the  Indian  band  to  rescue  the  young 
bucks,  but  the  latter  succeeded  in  escaping. 

When  Sheriff  W.  E.  Oliver  took  dinner  to  the 
two  jailed  Indians  they  refused  to  eat  and  he  at¬ 
tempted  to  strike  one  of  them  over  the  head  with 
his  revolver.  One  of  the  Indians  grabbed  the 
sheriff  and  the  other  disarmed  him.  Then  they 
locked  the  sheriff  in  the  jail  and  escaped.  Later 
it  is  reported  one  of  the  Indians  was  killed. 

When  the  courier  left  Blanding  none  of  the 
white  defenders  of  the  town  had  been  wounded, 
although  a  horse  had  been  shot  from  under  John 
Rogers  and  a  bullet  went  through  the  trouser 
leg  of  the  rider. 

The  townspeople  have  placed  men  at  all  ad¬ 
vantageous  points  on  the  outskirts  of  the  village 
and  sniping  was  carried  on  all  day  long  whenever 
one  of  the  Indians  showed  his  head. 

United  States  Marshal  Ray  Ward,  has  ar¬ 
ranged  with  Lamar  Nelson,  the  Governer’s  priv¬ 
ate  secretary,  who  saw  service  in  France  as  an 
aviator,  to  fly  to  the  scene  of  the  trouble. 


SAYS  AMERICAN  WOMEN  TRAVEL  MOST 

American  women  travel  four  times  as  much  as 
women  of  any  other  nationality  and  set  the  stand¬ 
ards  of  luxury  in  hotel  accommodations  the  world 
around.  Ninety-five  per  cent,  of  hotel  accom¬ 
modations  are  chosen  directly  or  indirectly  by 
women,  and  those  who  stamp  their  individuality 
indelibly  upon  the  hostelry  business  are  the  globe 
trotting  daughters  of  Eve  from  the  U.  S.  A. 

Such  was  the  declaration  of  Richmond  Temple, 
director  of  London’s  luxury  hotels — the  Savoy, 
Berkeley  and  Claridge’s— who  is  here  on  a  tour 
to  discover  what  new  hotel  fads  and  fashions  fem¬ 
inine  America  will  demand  when  it  gees  abroad 
this  summer. 

He  said  British  hotel  managers  are  expecting 
more  than  145,000  Americans  in  England  this 
spring  and  summer,  by  far  the  largest  influx  of 
Yankee  visitors  that  the  British  Isles  have  ever 
entertained. 

The  American  woman  has  completely  revolu¬ 
tionized  the  hotel  business  in  Europe,  Mr.  Tem¬ 
ple  said,  adding  that  she  is  the  most  critical  but 
the  best  to  deal  with  in  most  respects,  because  she 
knows  what  she  wants. 

“What  the  American  woman  asks  for  or  has 
to-day  in  luxury  the  whole  world  demands  to¬ 
morrow,”  said  Mr.  Temple.  “American  women 
are  a  fine  type  to  deal  with.  They  have  a  defi¬ 
nite  mind  and  know  exactly  what  they  want.  They 
insist  upon  getting  it,  which  makes  it  necessary 
for  English  hotel  managers  to  be  prepared.  If 
you  haven’t  got  what  an  American  woman  wants 
she  will  go  somewhere  else,  that’s  all.” 

The  tourist  season  will  open  officially  in  Lon¬ 
don  the  week  of  April  21.  It  is  estimated  that 
between  twelve  and  eighteen  thousand  Americans 
will  be  in  London  from  April  21  to  28. 


*1,000  Reward 

In  a  dirty,  forlorn  shack  by  the  river’s  edge  they  found  the  mutilated  body  of  Genevieve  Martin.  Her  pretty  face  was 
swollen  and  distorted.  Marks  on  the  slender  throat  showed  that  the  girl  had  been  brutally  choked  to  death.  Who  had 
committed  this  ghastly  crime?  No  one  had  seen  the  girl  and  her  assailant  enter  the  cottage.  No  one  had  seen  the  mur¬ 
derer  depart.  How  could  he  be  brought  to  justice? 

Crimes  like  this  have  been  solved— are  being  solved  every  day  by  Finger  Print  Experts.  Every  day  we  read  in  the 
papers  of  their  exploits,  hear  of  the  mysteries  they  solve,  the  criminals  they  identify,  the  rewards  they  win.  Finger 
Print  Experts  are  always  in  the  thick  of  the  excitement,  the  heroes  of  the  hour. 


Not  Experienced  Detectives 
Just  Ordinary  men 

Within  the  past  few  years,  scores  of  men,  men  with  no 
police  experience,  men  with  just  ordinary  grade  school 
educations,  have  become  Finger  Print  Experts.  You  can 
become  a  Finger  Print  Expert,  too.  Can  you  imagine  a 
more  fascinating  line  of  work  than  this?  More  trained 
men  are  needed.  Here  is  a  real  opportunity  for  you. 


Leam  the  Secrets  of  Identification 

More  and  more  the  detection  of  crime  resolves  itself 
into  a  problem  of  identification.  You  can  learn  the  meth¬ 
ods  of  famous  identification  experts.  You  can  learn  the 
science  of  finger  print  identification— right  at  home  in 
your  spare  time. 

Send  for  the  free  book  which  tells  how  famous  Finger 
Print  Experts  got  their  start  in  this  fascinating  work. 
Tells  the  stories  of  thirteen  actual  cases  solved  by  Finger 
Print  Experts.  Tells  how  you  can  become  a  Finger  Print 
Expert  in  an  amazingly  short  time. 


Course  isa 

Secret  Service 

For  a  limited  time,  we  are  making  a  special  offer  of  a 
PROFESSIONAL  FINGER  PRINT  OUTFIT  absolutely 
free  and  FREE  Course  in  Secret  Service  Intelligence. 
Mastery  of  these  two  kindred  professions  will  open 
a  brilliant  career  for  you. 

This  coupon  will  bring  you  FREE  BOOK  and  details  of 
of  this  great  offer.  Don’t  wait  until  the  offer  has  expired. 
Fill  in  the  coupon  now.  Mail  it  today. 


FREE 
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|  University  of  Applied  Science,  Dept.  90-94 
1920  Sunnyside  Avenue,  Chicago,  Illinois 

S  Please  send  me  full  information  on  your  course  in 
5  Finger  Print  Identification  and  about  Free  Course  in 
§  .  Secret  Service  Intelligence.  I  understand  that  there  is  no 
:  obligation  of  any  sort. 

s  Name _ 


University  of  Applied  Science 

\  Dept.  90-94 ,  1920  Sunnyside  Ave.,  Chicago,  I1L  I 


Street  Address _ _____ 

City  and  State. _ Apa 


Write  to  Riker  &  King,  Advertising  Offices,  1133  Broadway,  New  York  City,  or 
29  East  Madison  Street,  Chicago,  for  particulars  about  advertising  in  this  magazine. 


AGENTS  WANTED 


AGENTS  WANTED— BIG  MONEY  AND  FAST  SALES. 

Every  owner  buys  Gold  Initials  for  his  auto.  You 
charge  $1.50,  male#  $1.35.  Ten  orders  daily  easy.  Write 
for  particulars  and  free  samples.  American  Monogram 
Co.,  Dept,  171,  East  Orange,  N.  J. _ 

AGENTS — 90o  an  hour  to  advertise  and  distribute 
samples  to  consumer.  Write  quick  for  territory  and 
particulars.  American  Products  Co.,  8460  American 
Bldg. ,  Cincinnati,  Ohio, _ 

LADIES,  do  your  own  hemstitching  and  picoting;  attach¬ 
ment  fits  any  machine  sent  collect  $2.50.  Agents  wanted. 
Colorado  Attachment  Co..  Box  2210,  Denver,  Colo. 

FOR  SALE 

LAND  OPPORTUNITY!  $10  to  $50  down  starts  you  on 
20,  40,  80  ao.  near  thriving  city  in  lower  Mich.;  bal. 
long  time.  Learn  how  we  help  you  get  a  farm  home. 
Write  today  for  big  booklet  free.  Swigart  Land  Co., 
M-1268  First  Nat*!  Bank  Bldg.,  Chicago. _ 

HELP  WANTED 

BE  A  DETECTIVE.  Opportunity  for  men  and  women 
for  secret  investigation  in  your  district.  Write  C.  T. 
Ludwig.  521  Westover  Bldg.,  Kansas  City,  Mo. _ 

DETECTIVES  NEEDED  EVERYWH ERE— Work  home 
or  travel.  Experience  unnecessary.  Particulars  free. 
Write  Captain  Wagner,  1968  Broadway,  New  York. 

LANDSCAPE  ARCHITECTS  earn  big  salaries:  needed 
everywhere!  Particulars  free.  Landscape  Gardener, 
425  Union  League  Building,  Los  Angeles,  California., 

SILVER  MIRRORS,  HEADLIGHTS.  TABLEWARE. 

.  BEPLATE  stoves,  jewelry,  brass  beds.  Dependable 
plans  free.  Clarence  Sprinkle,  Dept.  73.  Marion.  Indiana. 

MANUSCRIPTS  WANTED 

STORIES,  POEMS,  PLAYS,  etc.,  are  wanted  for  publi¬ 
cation.  Submit  MSS.  or  write  Literary  Bureau,  515 
Hannibal,  Mo.  _ . 

PATENTS 

INVENTIONS  commercialized.  Patented  or  unpatented. 
Write  Adam  Fisher  Mfg.  Co.,  229,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

PERSONAL 

ASTROLOGY— STARS  TELL  LIFE’S  STORY.  Send 

birthdate  and  dime  for  trial  reading.  Eddy,  Westport 
St.,  3927  Kenwood  Suite  73,  Kansas  City,  Mo.  _ 

ATTRACTIVE  SOUTHERN  WIDOW,  with  $40,000, 

wants  husband.  I -Box  35,  Toledo,  Ohio. _ 

BEST,  LARGEST  MATRIMONIAL  CLUB  in  Country. 

Established  19  Years.  Thousands  Wealthy  wishing 
Early  Marriage.  Confidential.  Free.  The  Old  Reliable 
Club.  Mrs.  Wrubel,  Box  26,  Oakland,  Calif. _ 

BUSINESS  MAN,  45,  worth  $50,000,  wishes  cor- 

respondent,  V-Box  35,  League,  Toledo,  Ohio. _ 

SO  YOU  WANT  NEW  FRIENDS?  Write  Betty  Lee. 

Inc.,  4254  Broadway,  New  York  City.  Stamp  appre¬ 
ciated _ 

GIRL,  20,  worth  $100,000,  wants  gentleman  correspondent. 

T-Box  35,  League,  Toledo,  Ohio. _ 

HUNDREDS  seeking  marriage.  If  sincere  enclose  stamp. 

Mrs.  F.  Willard.  2928  Broadway,  Chicago.  Illinois, 

Tf  LONESOME  exchange  jolly  letters  with  beautiful 

ladies  and  wealthy  gentlemen.  Eva  Moore,  Box  908, 
Jacksonville,  Fla.  (Stamp). _ 

IF  YOU  WANT  A  WEALTHY,  LOVING  WIFE,  write 
Violet  Bays,  Dennison,  Ohio,  Enclose  stamped  envelope. 


PERSONAL — Continued 

LADY  FARMER,  35,  worth  $60,000,  wants  husband. 
N-Box  263,  Club,  Zanesville.  Ohio. _ 

LONELY  LITTLE  FLAPPER,  tired  living  alone,  very 
wealthy,  wants  marriage.  I  dare  you  write!  B-169, 
Mission  Unity  Club.  San  Francisco.  Calif.  (Stamp 
please). 

LONESOME  WIDOWS— Get  busy,  write  me.  marry 
wealthy.  Mr,  Hyde,  Box  SOS,  (166),  San  Francisco. 
LOOK  WH08E  HERE!  Princess  OKIE  world  famous 
horoscopes.  Get  your'a  today.  Don’t  delay.  Send  full 
birthdate  and  lOo,  K.  Okie,  209  West  139th  SL,  New 
York,  N.  Y.  


WINTER  In  Florida.  Marry  pretty  maiden  worth  $30,000. 
Box  55,  Oxford,  Fla. _ 

MARRIAGE  PAPER — 20th  year.  Big  issue  with  descrip¬ 
tions,  photos,  names  and  addresses.  25  cents.  No 
other  fee.  Sent  sealed.  Box  2265  B,  Boston,  Mass. _ 

MARRY — Free  photographs,  directory  and  descriptions 
of  wealthy  members.  Pay  when  married.  New  Plan 
Co.,  Dept.  S6,  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

MARRY  IF  LONELY;  “Home  Makftr";  hundreds  rich, 
confidential:  reliable;  years  experience;  descriptions 
free.  “The  Successful  Club",  Box  556,  Oakland,  Call- 
fornla.  _ _ 

MARRY:  MANY  WORTH  $1,000  to  $200,000.  WAITING 
Lists,  partRulars,  sealed,  free.  Write  SMITH,  Box 
3125K,  Portland,  Oregon. _ 

MARRY— MARRIAGE  DIRECTORY  with  photos  and 
descriptions  free.  Pay  when  married.  The  Exchange, 
Hept.  545,  Kansas  City,  Mo. _ 

MARRY  RICH — World's  leading  correspondence  Club 
for  lonely  people.  Many  worth  to  $400,000.  Quiok  re¬ 
sults  guaranteed.  Confidential  list  FREE.  Honorable 
Ralph  Hyde,  166,  San  Francisco. _ 

MARRY:  Thousands  congenial  people,  worth  from 
$1,000  to  $50,000  seeking  early  marriage,  descriptions, 
photos,  introductions  free.  Sealed.  Either  sex.  Send 
no  money.  Address  Standard  Cor.  Club,  Grayslake,  Ill. 
WINTER  in  Florida,  marry  pretty  little  maiden 
wealthy.  Box  55,  Oxford,  Fla. _ .  _ 

SIXTH  AND  SEVENTH  BOOKS  OF  MOSES.  Egyptian 
secrets.  Black  art,  other  rare  books.  Catalog  free. 
Star  Book  Co.,  4B23,  122  Federal  St.,  Camden,  N,  J. 
WHOM  SHOULD  YOU  MARRY?  We’ll  tell  you.  Send 
30o  and  birth  date  to  Character  Studies,  1515  Masouio 
Temple,  New  York  City, _ 

WIDOW,  55,  worth  $50,000,  wants  conscientious  husband. 
S-Box  35,  League,  Toledo.  Ohio. _ 

WINTER  in  Florida.  Marry  charming  widow  worth 
$40,000.  Box  55,  Oxford,  Fla. _ . _ 

WOULD  you  write  a  wealthy,  pretty  girl?  (stamp). 

Lois  Sproul,  Sta.  H..  Cleveland.  Ohio. 

YOUNG  AND  PRETTY  GIRL,  worth  $25,000,  wiU  marry. 

(E-B.),  B-1022,  Wichita,  Kansas. 

YOUNG  LADY,  worth  $50,000.  pretty,  will  marry. 

G-Box  350,  Club,  Cimarron,  Kans. _ 

SONGWRITERS 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG— We  compose  musio. 

Submit  your  poems  to  us  at  once.  New  York  Melody 
Corporation.  405  Fitzgerald  Bldg.,  New  York. _ 

TOBACCO  HABIT 

TOBACCO  or  Snuff  Habit  cured  or  no  pay.  $1  it 
oured.  Remedy  sent  on  triaL  Superba  Co.,  PCL. 
Baltimore,  Md. 


Goitre 


Removed  at  home;  no  knife. 
No  pain.  No  cost  if  it  fails* 
Successfully  used  for  16  years* 
Write  for  Free  Book  and  testi¬ 
monials.  GOJTRENE  COMPANY. 
488  West  63rd  St.,  Chicago 


GO  ENTO  BUSINESS 


for  Yourself 


Establish  and  oper¬ 
ate  a  “  New  Sy stem 
in  your  community.  Wo  furnish  every¬ 


thing.  M^ney-makins  opportunity  unlimited.  Either  men  or  w 
Big  Candy  Booklet  Free.  Write  for  it  today.  Don’t  put  It  off  I 

W.  HILLYER  RAGSDALE,  Drawer  149  EAST  ORANGE,  N.  J. 


ASTHw 


TREATETEJTT  mailed  on 
\  FHEE  TRIAL. If  it  cure*, 
eend$l;  if  not,  it's  FREE. 

FS,te  f.°^  Itourtreatmen* 

todaj^  VV.  X.  STERLING, 
844  Phil?  Aye. Sidney, Q* 


Guaranteed  Tima  Keep¬ 
er.  Given  for  selling  only 
cards  of  Dress  Snap-Fas¬ 
teners  at  10c  per  card.  Easily 
Sold.  EARN  BIG  MONEY 
OR  PREMIUMS.  Order  your 
cards  TO-DAY,  Send  no  money, 
trust  you  till  goods  are  sold. 
AMERICAN  SPECIALTY  CO. 
SOX  127  Z  Lancaster,  Pa, 


•UNDERGROUND  TREASURES* 


How  and  Where  to  Find  Them 

Model  Publishlne  Co..  21  Como  Building.  Chiosgo 


cm  Mad •  YftuAisll&tfl 


MUSIC  TAUGHT  FREE 


In  Your  Homs.  Write  today  for  our  booklet.  It  tell* 
how  to  learn  to  play  Piano,  Organ,  Violin,  Mandolin, 
Guitar,  Banjo,  etc.  Beginners  or  advanced  pupils. 

American  School  of  Music,  17  Lakeside  Bldg.,  Chicago 


VESSELS  GONE 
OVER 
NIAGARA 


There  have 
been  three  in¬ 
stances  of  send¬ 
ing  vessels  over 
Niagara  Falls. 
The  first  was  in 
1827.  Some  men 
go^  on  an  old 
ship  —  the  Mich¬ 
igan —  which  had 
been  used  on 
Lake  Erie,  and 
which  had  been 
pronounced  un¬ 
seaworthy.  For 
mere  wantonness 
thev  put  aboard 
a  bear,  a  fox,  a 
buffalo,  a  dog  and 
some  geese,  and 
then  sent  it  over 
the  cataract.  The 
bear  jumped  from 
the  vessel  before 
it  reached  the 
rapids,  swam  to¬ 
ward  the  shore 
and  was  rescued 
by  some  humane 
persons.  The 
geese  went  over 
the  Falls  and 
came  to  the  shore 
below  alive.  The 
dog,  fox  and  buf¬ 
falo  were  not 
heard  of  or  seen 
again.  Another 
condemned  vessel 
—  the  Detroit  — 
that  had  belonged 
to  Commodore 
Perry’s  victorious 
fleet,  was  started 
over  the  cataract 
in  the  winter  of 
1841,  but  ground¬ 
ed  about  midway 
in  the  rapids,  and 
lay  there  until 
knocked  to  pieces 
by  the  ice.  A 
somewhat  more 
pictur esque 
instance  was  the 
sending,  over  the 
Canada  side  of  a 
ship  on  fire.  All  in 
flames  it  went 
glaring  and  hiss¬ 
ing  down  the  ra¬ 
pids  and  over  the 
precipice,  and 
smothered 
its  ruddy  blaze  in 
the  boiling  chasm 
below.  Of  course, 
there  was  no  one 
aboard  the  vessel. 


A  MONSTER 
BARBECUE 


Mayor  J.  C. 
Walton  of  Okla¬ 
homa  City,  Gov¬ 
ernor-elect  of  Ok¬ 
lahoma,  announc¬ 
ed  plans  for  a 
monster  inaugur¬ 
al  party,  the  fea¬ 
tures  of  which 
will  be  a  barbecue 
and  square  dance 
at  the  State 
House. 

Mr.  Walton  said 
he  would  have 
twenty  -  five  or¬ 
chestras,  expect¬ 
ed  50,000  persons 
from  over  the 
State,  and  would 
erect  tents  on  the 
State  House 
grounds  to  ac¬ 
commodate  the 
crowds. 

“There  has 
never  been  any¬ 
thing  done  like  it 
in  the  history  of 
the  United 
States,”  he  said. 
4Tm  not  going  to 
have  a  party  for 
the  ‘400/  I'm  go¬ 
ing  to  have  one 
that  every  farm¬ 
er,  every  labor¬ 
ing  man  and  ev¬ 
ery  one  else  in 
the  State  will  en¬ 
joy.  They  can 
wear  what  they 
please. 

“The  party  will 
begin  on  the  day 
before  my  inaug¬ 
uration,  or  on  the 
day  itself.  It  will 
be  a  two-day  af¬ 
fair.  The  party 
will  keep  going 
day  and  night. 

“Many  of  the 
people  over  the 
State  have  never 
seen  the  Capitol. 
I  am  going  to 
make  them  feel 
at  home  there. 
For  once  the  in¬ 
augural  ball  will 
be  the  people’s 
party.” 

Walton  an¬ 
nounced  that  he 
had  no  intention 
of  resigning  as 
Mayor  of  Okla¬ 
homa  City  until 
he  takes  office  as 
Governor. 


£s9«%A  DAY 

^  Seizing  Shirrs 


;e  shirt  manufacturer  wants  agents 
to  sell  complete  line  of  shirts,  pajamas, 
and  night  shirts  direct  to  wearer.  Ad- 
rertlsed  brand-exclusive  patterns— easy 
to  sell.  No  experience  or  capital  re¬ 
quired,  Entirely  new  proposition. 

Write  for  free  samples. 

Madison  Shirt  Co.,  80S  Broadway,  N.Y.Q* 


Fielder’s  Glove-Regulation  Ball 


s  ■ 

i 


Genuine  Roach  All  Leather 


FREE 


High  Grade  Fielder’s  Glove 
and  Regulation  Ball  (full  size)  t,  . 

with  Horsehide  Cover.  Guar-  f  _  _ _  . 

anteed.  ALL  FREE  for  selling  / A 
80  packages  Bingo  Perfumed \prsrtS3lCnM\ 

Ironing  Wax  at  10c  a  package.  \  lt . „  / 

Easy  to  sell.  Big  demand- 
Order  to-day.  Send  no  money 
Extra  present  if  you  order  now. 

BINGO  CO.  Dept..  54  A  Binghamton,  N.  Y, 


MfMaJf&a Wish! 


And  wear  the  Egyptian  Wishing 
Ring  with  its  mystic  signs  of 
Good  Luck,  Life  and  Power  to  get 
what  you  wish.  AT  LAST  the 
wise  King  Tut-Ankh-Amen’s  Seal 
may  be  worn  by  ALL  who  wish 
Good  Luck  in  all  they  do!  Send 
$1.85  for  this  splendid  Gold  Acid 
Test  Wishing  Ring  (or  pay  $1.95  on 
delivery).  Magic  Symbols  fully  ex¬ 
plained.  Money-Back  Guarantee. 


R,  VERITAS  STUDIOS,  116  West  39th  Street,  New  York. 


-  OLD  MONEY  WANTED  — — - 

$2  to  $500  EACH  paid  for  hundreds  of  Old 
Coins  dated  before  1895.  Keep  ALL  old  or 
odd  money.  Send  10  cts.  for  New  Ill’s  Coin 
Value  Book,  4x6.  You  may  have  valuable 
coins.  Get  Posted.  We  pay  cash. 

CLARKE  COIN  CO.  Ave.  18,  Le  Roy,  N.  Y. 


l^MeulMioBay 

3»fiSgig(t  You  can  easily  earn  money  for  the 

small  payments.  Parents  often  ad¬ 
vance  first  payment  to  help  buy  a  RANGER.  44 


Delivered  FRE 
- 1  terms 


TRIAL 


to  suit— cash  or  easy  payments. 


lamps,  wheels,  horns,  repairs  «nd 
H  irUJy  equipment  at  half  usual  prices. 

A  SEND  NO  MONEY.  Write  today  for  our  big. 


Free  Ranger  Gal 


No.  3-Ladies  Tif¬ 
fany  12K  Gold  F. 
IK*,  atone,  sper’1 

prfc  .  .$2. 


NO  RED  TAPE 

Just  ask  us  to  send  you 
ARTEX  DIAMOND  No.  I 
ladies  plat,  finish  and  when 
you  receive  it  deposit  $31 S 
with  postman  and  the  ring 
is  yours  for  keeps — no  more 
to  pay — satisfaction  guar¬ 
anteed  or  money  absolute¬ 
ly  refunded  without  any 
red  tape,  if  you  don't  like 
the  ring  within  7  days  wear. 
ARTEX  DIAMONDS  have 
the  same  sparkle  and  glitter, 
and  look  the  genuine  diamond 
• — almost  defying  life  time  ex¬ 
perts.  They  stand  the  dia¬ 
mond  test. 

Order  by  number,  ring  desired, 
size  shown  bystripof  paper  end 
to  end  around  your  finger  joint. 

ITDPI7  Your  choice  of  ladies 
rK.fc.fc.  solid  gold  filledbrace- 
let  or  men’s  cufflinks  (solid  gold 
front)  to  all  orders  of  two  or  more 
rings. 

All  Artex  Diamond  rings  are  un¬ 
conditionally  guaranteed  for  20 
years. 

ARTEX  COMPANY^  De|rt,M.  P 


Your  skin  can  be  quickly  cleared  of  Pimples,  Black- 
heada,  Acne  Eruptions  on  the  face  or  body.  Barber* 
Itch,  Eczema,  Enlarged  Pores,  Oily  or  Shiny  Skin 

FREE  Booklet, 
"‘nor  how  Icuro< 
....  _  ea  for  16  years 

SIOOO  Cash  says  I  can  dear  your  skin  of  the  above  blemishes 

E.S.  GIVENS.  186  Chemical  Bldg.,  Kansas  Ciiy,Mo. 


today  for  my  FREE  Booklet,  “A 
Jp  K  BL  mL  Cl EAR- Tons  Skin,”  telling  hew  I  cured 
•  r-ic  myself  after  being  afflicted  tor  16  years. 

I  can  clear  your  skin  of  the  above  blemishes. 


She  Found 
A  Pleasant  Way 
To  Reduce  Her  Fat 

Thousands  of  overfat 
people  have  greatly  re¬ 
duced  their  weight  and 
attained  a  normal  fig¬ 
ure  by  following  the 
advice  of  many  others 
who  use  and  recom¬ 
mend  Marmola  Prescription 
Tablets.  These  harm¬ 
less  little  fat  reducers 
are  prepared  in  tablet 
form  from  the  same  in¬ 
gredients  that  formerly 
composed  the  famous 
Marmola  Prescription 
for  fat  redaction. 

you  owe  it  to  j’ourself 
to  give  these  fat  reducers  a  fair  trial.  All 
the  better  drug  stores  the  world  over  sell 
Marmola  Prescription  Tablets  at  one  dollar  per 
package.  Ask  your  druggist  for  them  er  send 
one  dollar  to  the  Marmola  Co.,  304  Garfield 
Bldg.,  Detroit;  Mich,  and  secure  a  package  of 
these  tablets.  They  are  harmless  and  reduce 
your  weight  without  going  through  long 
sieges  of  tiresome  exercise  and  starvation 
diet.  If  you  are  too  fat  try  this  today. 


30  fe 


nun 


vSTROS 

free^ 


We  will  send  you  a  STERLING  razor  on  30  day  trial.  If  satisfactory, 

$1.67.  If  not,  costs  nothing.  Fine  Double  Swing  Horsehide  Strop  FREE 

Sterling  Company  '  Dept.  306  Baltimore,  MdJ 


Stop  Using  a  Truss 

STUART’S  PLAPA0-PADS 

ere  different  from  the  truss, 
being  medicine  applicators 
made  self-adhesive  pur¬ 
posely  to  hold  the  distended 
muscles  securely  in  place. 

No  straps,  buckles  or  spring 
attached  —  cannot  slip,  so 
cannot  chafe  orpress  against 
the  pubic  bone.  Thousands 

_  have  successfully  treated 

Reduced  Fae-SImiJe  themselves  at  home  without 
Gold  Modal  hindrance  from  work— most 
obstinate  cases  conquered. 

Soft  eg  volwof — easy  to  apply— Inexpensive. 

Gold  Medal  and  Grand  Prix.  Process  of  recovery  la 
natural,  so  afterwards  no  further  use  for  trusses.  Wa 
prove  it  by  sending  Trial  of  Plapao  absolutely  £"1? 
Write  name  on  Coupon  and  send  TODAY.  F  SI 

Plapao  Co,,  1738  Stuart  Bldy.,  St*  Louis.  Mo* 

Name . . . . 


Address . 

Return  mail  will  bring  Free  Trial  Plaaao. 


Fame  and  Fortune  Weekly  OUR  TEN-CENT  HAND  BOOKS 


- LATEST  ISSUE* - 

874  Silver  Dollar  Sam;  or,  The  Coin  that  Brought  Him 

Luck. 

875  Bound  to  Make  His  Mark;  or.  Running  a  Moving 

Picture  Show. 

876  Ed,  the  Office  Boy ;  or,  The  Lad  Behind  the  Deals. 

877  Lost  in  the  Balkans;  or.  The  Luck  of  a  Young 

War  Correspondent. 

878  Plunging  to  Win;  or.  The  Deals  of  a  Wall  Street 

Office  Boy. 

879  The  l^oung  Shipper;  or.  The  Boy  Who  Was  Always 

on  Top. 

880  Beating  the  Bucket  Shops;  or.  Breaking  Up  a 

Crooked  Game. 

881  Fighting  for  Fame;  or,  The  Struggles  of  a  Young 

Author. 

882  Stocks  and  Bonds;  or,  The  Firm  With  a  Grip  on 

the  Market. 

883  Stranded  in  the  Citj  ;  or,  A  Boy  With  a  Head  for 

Business. 

884  Getting  the  Coin;  or,  The  Luckiest  Lad  in  Wall  St. 

885  In  the  Lumber  Trade;  or,  A  Winning  Speculator. 

886  A  Boy’s  Big  Deal;  or,  The  Wall  St.  Tip  That  Won. 

887  Prince,  the  Printer;  or,  The  Little  Shop  That  Was 

Made  to  Pay. 

888  The  Little  Money  King;  or,  Tempting  Fate  in  Wall 

Street 

889  Among  the  Missing;  or,  The  Treasure  of  the  Silver 

City. 

890  Lucky  Larry ;  or,  The  Boy  Who  Made  Wall  Street 

Take  Notice. 

891  The  Young  Wrecker;  or,  The  Boy  Who  Dealt  in 

Derelicts. 

892  In  the  Game  for  Gold;  or,  Beating  the  Wall  Street 

Market. 

893  Messenger  Sixty-four;  or.  Hustling  for  a  Living. 

894  Old  Kitson’s  Kid;  or.  The  Best  Tip  in  Wall  Street. 

895  Lineman  Jack;  or,  The  Boy  Who  Built  a  Business. 

896  Barry  &  Co.,  Bankers  and  Brokers;  or.  The  Boy 

Money  Makers  of  Wall  Street. 

897  On  the  Fast  Mai!;  or,  From  Clerk  to  Postmaster. 

898  His  Last  Chance;  or,  The  Boy  Who  Made  Money 

in  Wall  Street. 

899  Shipped  to  Sea;  or,  The  Treasure  of  the  Coral  Cave, 

900  An  Errand  Boy’s  Fortune;  or.  The  Office  of  the 

Wall  Street  Secrets. 

901  In  the  Film  Game;  or.  The  Boy  Who  Made  Moving 

Pictures. 

902  A  Smart  New  York  Boy;  or.  From  the  Tenements 

to  Wall  Street. 

903  Mark  Milton’s  Mine;  or,  A  Schoolboy’s  Inheritance. 

904  The  Young  Banker;  or.  The  Mystery  of  a  Money  Box. 

905  The  Secret  Chart;  or,  The  Golden  Treasure  of  the 

Crater 

906  The  Boy  Behind  the  Deals;  or,  The  Luck  of  a  Wall 

Street  Broker. 

907  Thrown  on  the  World;  or,  Starting  Business  with 

a  Dollar. 

908  A  Speculator"  at  16;  or,  The  Lad  Who  Worked  His 

Brains. 

909  Tom,  the  Steeplejack;  or,  Winning  a  Living  by 

Nerve. 

910  Saving  a  Million;  or,  Ben  and  the  Wall  Street 

Brokers. 

911  Down  and  Out;  or,  A  Hard  Boy  to  Beat. 

912  The  Boy  Banker’s  Double;  or,  A  Strange  Wall  St. 

Mystery. 

913  The  Young  Beach  Comber;  or,  A  Fortune  in  the 

Sand. 

914  The  Little  Boss ;  or,  After  the  Wall  SL  Money  Kings. 

915  $250,000  in  Gold;  or,  Hunting  a  Hindoo  Treasure. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  anj 
address  on  receipt  of  price,  7c  per  copy.  In  money  ol 
postage  stamps,  bar 

HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  Publisher,  Inc., 

1G6  West  23d  Street,  New  York  City 
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SCENARIOS 


HOW  TO 
WRITE  THEM 


Price  35  Cents  Per  Copy 

This  book  contains  all  the  most  recent  changes  in  the 
method  of  construction  and  submission  of  scenarios. 
Sixty  Lessons,  covering  every  phase  of  scenario  writ¬ 
ing.  For  sale  by  all  Newsdealers  and  Bookstores. 
If  you  cannot  procure  a  copy,  send  us  the  price, 
86  cents,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  and  we  will 
mall  you  one,  postage  free.  Address 
L.  SENARENS,  219  Seventh  Ave.,  New  York,  iff.  Y. 


Useful,  Instructive  and  Amusing,  They  Contain 
Valuable  Information  on  Almost  Every  Subject 

No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND  DREAM 
BOOK.  —  Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human  des¬ 
tiny;  also  the  true  meaning  of  almost  any  kind  of 
dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies,  and  curious 
games  of  cards. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.  —  The  great  book  of 
magic  and  card  tricks,  containing  full  Instruction  on  all 
the  leading  card  tricks  of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular 
magical  illusions  as  performed  by  our  leading  magi¬ 
cians;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT.  —  The  arts  and  wiles  of 
flirtation  are  fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Be¬ 
sides  the  various  methods  of  handkerchief,  fan,  glove, 
parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  contains  a  full  list 
of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  this  little 
book.  It  contains  full  instructions  in  the  art  of  dancing, 
etiquette  in  the  ballroom  and  at  parties,  how  to  dress] 
and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE.  —  A  complete  guide 
to  love,  courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice, 
rules  and  etiquette  to  be  observed,  with  many  curious 
and  interesting  things  not  generally  known. 

No.  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE.  —  Giving 
full  instructions  for  the  use  of  dumbbells,  Indian  clubs, 
parallel  bars,  horizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods 
of  developing  a  good,  healthy  muscle;  containing  over 
sixty  illustrations. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.  —  Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated  anti  containing  full  instructions  for  the  manage¬ 
ment  and  training  of  the  canary,  mocking  bird,  bobolink, 
blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.  — 
By  Harry  Kennedy.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading  this 
book  of  instructions  can  master  the  art,  and  create  any 
amount  of  fun.  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the  great¬ 
est  book  ever  published. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX.  —  The  art  of  self-defense 
made  easy.  Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of 
guards,  blows,  and  the  different  positions  of  a  good 
boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of  these  useful  and 
instructive  books,  as  it  will  teaah  you  how  to  box 
without  an  instructor. 

No.  11.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.  —  A 

most  complete,  little  book,  containing  full  directions  for 
writing  love-ietters,  and  when  to  use  them,  giving  speci¬ 
men  letters  for  young  and  old. 

No.  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERSTO  LADIES.  — 
Giving  complete  instructions  for  writing  letter^  to 
ladies  on  all  subjects;  also  letters  of  introduction,  notea 
and  requests. 

No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  or,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE. 

—  It  is  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young 
man  desires  to  know  all  about.  There’s  happiness  in  it 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAiyE  CANDY.— A  complete  hand¬ 
book  for  making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice-creams,  syrups, 
essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS.— 

Containing  complete  instructions  for  performing  over 
sixty  mechanical  tricks.  Fully  Illustrated. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.  —  One  of 
the  brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given 
to  the  world.  Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  be¬ 
come  beautiful,  both  male  and  female.  The  secret  is 
simple,  and  almost  costless. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING 
FARTY.  —  A  complete  compendium  of  games,  sports, 
card  diversions,  comic  recitals,  etc.,  suitable  for  parlor 
or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for 
the  money  than  any  book  published. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The  most  com¬ 
plete  hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  con¬ 
tains  full  instructions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps 
trapping  and  fishing,  together  with  description  of  game 
and  fish. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— This  little 
book  gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  to¬ 
gether  with  lucky  and  unlucky  days. 

No.  24.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTLE¬ 
MEN.  —  Containing  full  directions  for  writing  to  gen¬ 
tlemen  on  all  subjects. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers  or  will  b©  sent  to  any 
address  on  receipt  of  price,  10  cents  per  copy,  in  money 
or  postage  stomps,  by 
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EXTRA 

SPECIAL! 

Radio 

Course 

FREE 

An  up -tor  the -minute 
Home  Study  Course — 
the  latest  wireless  de¬ 
velopments— given  free 
to  ail  who  enroll  for 
my  great  Electrical 
Course  NOW..  Two 
courses  for  the  price  of 
one.  Mail  coupon  for 
full  particulars. 


What’s 


YOUR 

Future? 


“Electrical  Experts” 
Earn  $12  to  $30  a  Day 

Be  an  Electrical  Expert 


Today  you  are  earning 
$20  to  $30  a  week.  In 
the  same  six  days  as  an 
Electrical  Expert,  you 
can  make  from  $70  to 
$200,  and  make  it  easier 
—not  work  half  so  hard. 

Then  why  remain  in 
the  “small  pay”game— 
an  a  line  of  work  that 
offers— No  Big  Promo¬ 
tion — No  Big  Income — 
No  Big  Future? 

Fit  yourself  for  a  Big 
Job. 


Your 
Success 
Is  Guar¬ 
anteed 


So  sure  am  I  that  you 
can  learn  electricity — 
so  sure  am  I  after  study- 
ing  with  me,  you  too 
get  in  the  “big  money” 
class  in  electrical  work, 
that  I  will  guarantee 
under  Bond  to  return 
every  single  penny  paid 
me  in  tuition  if,  when 
you  have  finished  my 
Course  you  are  not  sat¬ 
isfied  it  was  the  best 
investment  svu  ever 
made. 


Today  even  the  ordinary  electrician — the  “screw-driver”  kind — is  making  money 
—big  money.  But  it's  the  trained  man — the  man  who  knows  the  whys  and 
wherefores  of  Electricity— the  “Electrical  Expert”— who  is  picked  out  to  “boss”  ordinary 
electricians — to  boss  the  big  jobs — the  jobs  that  pay  $3,500  to  $10,000  a  Year,.  Get  in 
line  for  one  of  these  “Big  Jobs’ '  by  enrolling  now  for  my  easily-learned,  quickly-grasped,  right- 
up-to-the-minute  Spare  Time  Home  Study  Course  in  Practical  Electricity. 

Age  or  Lack  of  Experience  No  Drawback 

You  don’t  have  to  be  a  College  Man;  you  don’t  have  to  be  a  High  School  Graduate.  My  Course 
in  Electricity  is  the  most  simple,  thorough  and  successful  in  existence,  and  offers  every  ^ 
man,  regardless  of  age,  education  or  previous  experience,  the  chance  to  become,  in  a  Jr 
very  short  time,  an  “Electrical  Expert,”  able  to  make  from  $70  to  $200  a  week. 

I  Give  You  a  Real  Training  / 

As  Chief  Engineer  of  the  Chicago  Engineering  Works,  I  know  exactlv  the  kind  of  Jr 
training  a  man  needs  to  enable  him  to  get  and  hold  good  positions,  and  to  earn  jJ  _  _ 
big  pay.  I  not  only  know,  but  I  give  you  that  training— I  will  train  you  as  I  W 
have  trained  thousands  of  other  men  who,  today,  are  holding  splendid  elec-  A  <LOOKe, 

trical  positions,  or  are  in  business  for  themselves  as  Electrical  Contractors.  Jr  Chief 

VTDW  ELECTRICAL  With  me  you  do  PRACTICAL  worb-at  Jr 
ip  ll  HOME.  You  start  right  in  after  the 

*  «*-**-*  Working  Outfit  first  few  lesson3  t*  W0RK  AT  ◄ 

YOUR  PROFESSION  in  a  practical  way.  For  this  you  need  appartus,  and 
I  give  it  to  you  ABSOLUTELY  FREE.  For  a  limited  period,  besides  mak-  jJ 
Inga  slashing  cut  in  the  cost  of  my  tuition,  I  will  GIVE  eachnewstud-  ^ 
ent  ABSOLUTELY  FREE  OF  COST,  a  complete  Electrical  Working  jJ 
Outfit,  consisting  of  Voltmeter,  Ammeter,  Electric  Motor,  Bells,  Wire 

. rWir:-~  ~L-  •c--u - J - * - “ - ~ 


Chicago 
Engineering: 
Works 

Dept.  204  2150  Law¬ 
rence  Ave.,  Chicago,  Ill_ 

Gauge.Wirefor  Wiring,  Tools,  etc.,  for  home  and  construction  work.  A' w  Dear  Sir:— Send  at  once  Sam- 

_  pie  Lessons,  your  Big  Book,  and 

K11T  You  Mvief  Apt  Jr  full  particulars  of  your  Free  Outfit 

A  vol  1UUSH  AUUdJT  W  6nd  the  two  Home  Study  Courses— all 

This  offer  is  positively  limited,  and  may  shortly  be  withdrawn.  fully  prepaid,  without  obligation  on  my 

Fill  in  and  send  me  the  coupon,  or  drop  me  a  post-card,  part, 

giving  me  your  full  name  and  address,  and  receive  full  J 
particulars  of  this  great  offer.  But  doit  NOW— TODAY 
— before  it  is  too  late.  ^r 

L.  L.  COOKE,  Chief  Engineer  Jr 
CHICAGO  ENGINEERING  WORKS  Jr 

Dept.  204  2150  Lawrence  Ave.,  Chicago,  III.  Jr  Addrees. 


Name . - _ _ 


The'Cooke  Trained  Man  is  the  “Big  Pay 'Man 


